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Dramatis Perſon. 


DUX E of Venice. 
Morochius, # Mooriſh Prince, 
Prince of Arragon, 

Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice. 
Baſſanio, his Friend, in love with Portia. 
Salanio, ; 

Solarino, {rind to Anthonio and Baſſinio. 
Gratiano, 

Lorenzo, in love with Jeſſica. 

Shyiock, a Jew. 

Tubal, a Jew, his Friend, 

Launcelot, a Clown, Servant te the Jew. 
Gobbo, an old Man, Father to Launcelot. 


leur to Portia. 


Portia, an Heireſs of great Duality and Fortune. 
Neriſſa, Confident to Portia. 
Jeflica, Dawghrer ro Shylack. 


Senators of Venice, Officers, Servants to Portia, and 
other Artendants. _ 


SCENE partly at Venice, and partly 


at Belmont, the Seat of Portia 
upon the Continent. 
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THE 


MercHanT of Venice. 
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A 
Euter Anthonio, Solar ino, and Salanio. 


ANTHONI1O. 


N ſooth 1 know not why I amſo fad: 
= | weariecs me; you ſay it wearies you; 
gat how I caught it, found it, or came by 

it, 
What ſtuff tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am to learn 
And ſuch a want-wit ſadneſs makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know my ſelf. 

Sal. Your mind is toſſing on the ocean 

There where your Argoſics with portly fil, 
Like figniers and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the ſea, 

Do over- the + petty traffickers 
That curſie to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 
Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch venture forth, 
The bettor part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes || aboard. I ſhould be till 
Plucking the graſs, to know where ſits rhe wind; 
Prying in maps for ports, and peers, and roads ; 
ts. r _ 

2 | if- 


Argoſie, a Ship, from Argo. + pretty. ¶ abroad. 
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Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My wind cooling my broth 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at ſea. 
I ſhould not ſee the fandy hour-glaſs run, 
But I ſhould think of ſhallows and of flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 

To kiſs her burial. Should I go to church 
And ſee the holy edifice of ſtone, 

And not bethink me ſtrait of dang'rous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle veſſel's fide, 
Would ſcatter all the ſpices on the ftream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks, 
And in a word, bur even now worth this, 


And now worth nothing. Shall 1 have the thought 


To think on this, and ſhall I lack the thought. 
That ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me ſad ? 
But tell not me, I know Anthonio 

Is ſad to think upon his merchandize. 


Anth. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 


My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 


Nor to one place; nor is my whole eſtate 
Upon the fortune of this preſent year; 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not ſad. 


Sola. Why then you are in love. 
Anth. Fie, fie. 


Becauſe you are not merry; twere as eaſy 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you're merry, 


Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fellows in her time: 


Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh like parrors at a bag-piper 

And others of ſuch vinegar aſpect, | 

That they'll not ſhow their teeth in way of ſmile, 


Though Neftor ſwear the jeſt be * 
Enter Baſſanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano. 


Gratiano and Lorenzo ; fare ye well; 


Sola. Not in love neither! then let's ſay you're fad, 


Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed Janus, 


Sal. Here comes Baſſanio, your moſt noble kinſman z 


We 


If 


- Yon 
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We leave ye now with better company. 
Sola. I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard : 
I take it your own buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace th' occaſion rodepart. 
Sal. Good morrow, my good lords. | 
Baſſ. Good Signiors both, when ſhall we laughs? 
ſay when? 
You grow exceedingitrange ; muſt ir be fo ? 
Sal. We'll make our leiſures to attend on yours. 


Sola. My lord Baſſanio, ſince you've found An- 
thonio. ; 


We two will leave you; bur at dinner-time, 

I pray you have in mind where we muſt meet. 
Baſſ. I will not fail you. [| Exeunt Solar. and Sala. 
Gra. Youlook not well, Signior Anthonio; 

You have too much reſpect upon the world: 

They loſe it, that do buy ic with much care. 

Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd. 

Anth. I hold the world but as the world, Grati ano, 

A ſtage where every one mult play his part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Gra. Let me play the fool 

With mirth and laughter; let old wrinkles come, 

And' let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm within, 

Sit like his grandſire cut in Alabaſter ? 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 

By being previſn? I tell thee what, A4nthonis, 

(love thee, and 'tis my love that ſpeaks:) 

There are a ſort of men, whoſe viſages 

Do cream and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 

And do a wiliul ſtilneſs entertain, 

With purpoſe to be dreſt in an opinion 

Of wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit, 

As who ſhould ſay, Iam Sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark! 

O my Anthoxio, 1 do know of thoſe, 

That therefore only are 0 wiſe, 


3 For- 


' 
| 
| 


have them, they are not worth the ſearch. 


And from your love | have a warranty 
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For ſaying nothing; who I'm very ſure, 
If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt * damn thoſ: ears, 
Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
III tell thee more of this another time: 
But fiſh not with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool's gudgeon, this Opinion. 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
I end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Woll, we will leave you then till dinner time. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumb wiſe men; 
For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine own tongue. 
Anth. Fare well; I'll grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra. Thanks i'faith; for ſilence is only commendable 
In a neat's tongue dry d, and a maid not vendible. 
[ Exit, 


Anth. Is that any thing now ? 

Ba Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than ary man in all Venise : his reaſons are as 
two grains of heat hid in two buſhels of chaff ; you 
ſhali ek all day ere you find them, and when you 


Anth. Well; tell me now what lady is the ſame 
To whom you {wore a ſecret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of ? 

Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio. 
How much I have diſabled mine eſtate, 
By ſhewing ſomething a more ſwelling port 
Than my taint means would grant continuance z 
Nor do I now make moan to be abrigd'd 
From ſuch a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag'd; to you, Anthonio, 
I owe the moſt in money, and in love, 


=” 


* Jlaunt, and damm, in other editions. It alludes to the 


faying in St. Matth. v. 22. Whoever ſhall ſay to his bro- 
ther, Thou fool, ſhall be in danger of Hell- fire. 
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T' unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
Anth. | pray you good Baſſanio let me know it, 
And if ir ſtand: as you yourſelf ſtil] do, 
Within the eye of honour, be affur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt means 
Lie all unlock'd to your occaſions. 
Baſſ. In my ſchool-days, when I had loſt one ſhaft, 
I ſhot his fellow of the felf- {lame flight 
The ſclf-ſame way, with more adviſed watch, 
To find the other forth ; by vent'ring both, * 
I oft found both. Lurge this child-hood proof, 
Becauſe what follows is pure innocence. | 
I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is loſt; but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoot another arrow thit ſelf way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do not doubt, 
As I will w.tch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reſt debtor for the fuſt.. 
 Anth, You know me well, and herein ſpend but 
rime 
To wind about my love with circumſtance: 
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong, 
In making queſtion of my utter moſt, | 
Than if you had made waſte of all I have. 
Then do but ſay to me, what I ſhould do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preſt unto it: therefore ſpeak. 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a lady richly lefr, 
And ſhe is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of woad'rous virtues; ſomecimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs meſſages ; 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia : 
Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from every coaſt 
Renowned ſuitors; and her ſunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, ; 
Which makes her ſear of Belmont, Cholcho;' firond, 
And many Jaſon come in queſt of her, 
22 | A, 0 
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O my Anthonio, had I but the means 

To hold a rival-place with oneof them, 
I have a mind preſages me ſuch + thrift, 
That I ſhould queſtionleſs be fortunate. 

Anth. Thou know'ſt that all my fortunes are at ſea, 
Nor have I mony, nor commodity | 
To raiſe a preſent ſum ; therefore £9 forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do; 

That ſhall be rack'd even to the uttermoſt, 

To furniſh thee to Belmont to fair Portia 2 

Go preſently enquire, and ſo will I, 

Where mony is, and I no queſtion make 

To have of it my truſt, or tor my ſake. [ Exennt, 


SCENE II. BreLmonrt. 


Toree Caskets are ſet out, one of gold, another 
of filver, and another of lead. 


Enter Portia and Nerxiſſa. 

Per. By my troth, Neriſſa, my little body is weary 
of this preat World. 

Ner. You would be, ſweet madam, if your miſc- 
ries were in the fame abundince as your good for- 
tunes are; and yer, for aught I ſee, they are as ſick 
thar ſurfeit with roo much, as they that ſtarve with 
nothing; therefore it is no ſmall happincſs to be ſeat- 


ed in the mean; ſuperfluity comes ſooner by white 


hairs, but competency lives longer. 
Por. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 
Nor. They would be better if well follow'd. 


Por. If to do, were as eaſie as to know what were 


good to do, chappels had been churches, and poor 
mens cottages Princes palaces. He is a good divine 
that follows his own inſtructions; I can eaſier teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than to be one 
of the twenty to follow my own teaching. The brain 
may devife laws for the blood, but a hot femper lea 

o'er a cold decree; ſuch a hare is madneſs the youth, 
to skip et the meſhes of good counſel the cripple. 


But this reaſoning is not in faſhion to chuſe me a2 


hus- 
＋ thrift , for thriving. * reaſon, 
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husband: O me, the word chuſe !.I may never chuſe 
whom I would, nor refuſe whom 1 diſlike, ſo is the 
will of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a dead 
father: is it not hard, Neriſa, that I cannot chuſe one, 
nor refuſe none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men 
at their death have good inſpirations ; therefore the 
lottery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of 

Id, flver, and lead (whereof who chuſes his mean- 
ing chuſes you) will no doubt never be choſen by any 
rightly, but one whom you ſhall rightly love. But what 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of theſe 
princely ſuiters that are already come ? 

Por. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou nam'ſt 
them I will deſcribe them, and according to my de- 
ſcription level at my affection. 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan Prince. | 

Por. Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing 
| but talk of his horſe, and he makes ir a great appro- 

iation to his own good parts that he can ſnoo him 

mſelf; I am much afraid my lady his mother play d- 
falſe with a ſmith. | 
Ner. Then there is the Count Palatine, 8 
Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who ffould fay;- 
if you will not have me, chuſe : he hears merry tales, 

and ſmiles not; I fear he will prove the _— phi-- 

loſopher when he =o. old, being ſo full of un- 
mannerly ſadneſs in his youth. I had rather be mar- 
ried to a death's head with a bone in his mouth, 
chan to either of theſe. God defend me from theſs 
tWo. | 


Ner. How fay you by the French Eord, Monſieur” 
Le Boun! 
Por. God made him, and therefore let him paſs for 
a man; in truth I know it is a fin to be a mocker; 
but he! why he hath a horfe better than the Neapoli- 
zan's, * a. better bad habit of trowning than the Count 
Palatine, he is every man in no man; i a þ throftle 
fing, he falls ſtrait a capering : he will fence with his 
own ſhadow ; if I ſhould marry him, I ſhould marry 
A: $ wren: y 

| + taſſel. - 
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twenty husbands. If he would deſpiſe me, I would 
forgive him, for if he love me to madneſs, I ſhould 
never requite him. 

Ner. What ſay you then to Faulconbridge, the young 
Baron of England ? | 

Por. Yeu know I fay nothing w him, for he un- 
derſtands not me, nor I him 9 hath neither Latin, 
French, nor Italian, and you may come into the couit 
and ſwear, that I have a poor pehnyworth in the Eng- 
liſh. He is a proper man's picture, but alas! who can 
converſe with a dumb ſhow? how oddly he is ſuited! 
I think he bought his doublet in Italy, fi round hoſe 
in France, his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour 
every where. 

3 What think you of the * Scottiſh lord his neigh- 
ur ? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, 
for he borrow'd a box of the ear of the Engliſh-man, 
and ſwore he would pay him again when he was able. 
I think the French man became his ſurety, and ſcaled. 
ut der for another. 

Ker. How like you the young German, the Duke of 
ta xony's nephew? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning when he is ſober, 
and moſt vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk; 
when he is beſt, he is a li tle worſe than a man, and 
When he is worſt, he is little better than a beaſt; and 
the worſt fall that cver fell, I hope I ſhal make ſhitt 
to go without bim. | 

Ner. If he ſhould offer to chuſe, and chuſe the right 
casket, you ſhou d refuſe to perfurm your father's will, 
if you ſhould refuſe ro accept him. 

Por. Therefo:e for fear of the worſt, I pray thee 


- ſet a deep glaſs of Rheniſh wine on the contrary caſ- 


ket, for if the devil be within, and that temptation 
wi. hout, I know he will chuſe it. Iwill do any thing, 
Neriſſa, c'er I will te marry'd to a ſpunge. f 

Ner. You need not fear, Ldy, the having any of 
theſe lords: they have acquainted me with their dete: - 
ininations, which is indeed to return to their home, 
and to * 90 you with no mere fuit, unleſs you may 

other, | 
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be won by ſome other fort than your father's impo- 
fiction, de ing on the caskets. 52 

Por. If I live to be as old as Sidilla, I will die as 
chaſte as Diana, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner 
of my father's will: I am glad this parcel of wooers 
are fo reaſonable, for there is not one among them 
but I doat on his very abſence, and wiſh them a fait 
departure. 

Nor, Do you not remember, lady, in your father's 
time, a Venetian, a ſcholar and a ſoldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquils of Mowneferrat ? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Baſſante, a I think, he was 
ſo call'd. | 

Ner. True, madam ; he of all the men that ever 
* fogliſh eyes look d upon, was the beſt deſerving 
a fair lady. 

Por. I remember him well, and I remember him 
worthy of thy praiſe. How now ? what news? 

Enter 4 Servant. | 

Ser. The four ſtrangers ſeek for you, madam, to 
take their leave; and \ is a fore-runner come from 
a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who brings word the 
Prince his maſter will be here to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with ſo good: 
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I ſhould be 
glad of his approach; if he have the condition of a 
Gint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he 
ſhould ſhrive me than wive me. Come Neriſſs. Sir- 
rab go before; while we ſhut the gate upon one 
wooer, another knocks ay the door. Exount.. 


SCENE III. Venice. 
Enter Baſſanio and Shylock. 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats? wall 
Baſſ. Ay, Sir, for three months. 
Shy. For three months? well. 


Baſſ. For the which, as 1 rald you, 4nehonio ſhall 
be bound. 


Shy. Anthonio ſhall become bound? well. 
117 May you ſtead me ? will you pleaſure me? 
ſhall I know your anſwer 2 A I 


Sry. 


OO — — —— —— — — 
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Shy. Three thouſand ducats for three months, and 
Anthonio bound? . 

Baſſ. Your anſwer to that. | 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. a 

Baſſ. Have you heard any imputation to the con“ 
trary ? [ SARA a 

Shy. No, no, no, no; my meaning in ſaying he is 
a good man, is to have you underſtand me, that he 
is ſufficient : yet his means are in ——— 
hath an Argoſie bound to Tripolis, another to the Iu- 
dies; I underſtand moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath 
a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other 
ventures he hath ſquander'd abroad. But ſhips are 
but boards, ſailors but men; there be land-rats, and 
water-rats, water-thieves and land-thieves, Þ mean py- 
rates; and thei there is the peril of waters, winds 
and rocks. The man is notwithſtanding ſufficient ; 
whree thouſand ducats ? I think I may take his bond. 

Baſſ. Be aſlur'd you yu | 
' | Shy. I will be afſur'd I may; and that I may be 
aflur'd, I will bethink me; may L ſpeak with Antho- 
wio ? of 

Ba. If it pleaſe you to dine with us. 

Sby. Yes, to ſmell pork, to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil 
into? I will buy with you, ſell with you, talk with 
you, walk with you, and ſo following; but 1 will not 
eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with you. 
What news on the Ryalto ; who is he comes here ? 

+ 7, Enter Anthonio. 

Baſſ. This is Signior Anthonio. 

Shy. [Aſide.] Bow like a fawning Publican he looks 
T hate him, for he is a chriſtian : h 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out mony gratis, and brings down. 

The rate of uſance here with us in Venice. 


If I can catah him once upon the hip, 


T will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our ſacted nation, and he rails 

Ey'n there where merchants moſt do congregate, 

On me, my bargains, and my well-wop thrift, TAY 
Wbi 


„ 
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Which he calls intereſt. Curſed be my tribe 
IF I forgive him. 

Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? | 

Shy. I am debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And by the near guels of my memory, 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſs 
Of full three thouſand ducats: what of that? 
Tuball, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furniſh me; but ſoft, how many months 
Do you deſire? Reſt you fair, good Signior, {Tov Anth; 
Your worſhip was the laſt man in our mouths, 

Auth. Shylock, although I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of exceſs, 


Yet to ſupply the ripe wants of my friend 
T' break a cuftom. 


Is he yer paſſeſt 
How much he would? | 


Shy. Ay, ay, three thouſand ducats. 
Anth. And: for three Months. 


4 I had forgot, three months; you told me ſo; 
Well then your bond: and let me ſee, but hear you, 


Merhoug ht you ſaid, you: neither lend nor borrow: 
Upon advantage. " 


Anth. I do never uſe it. 
Shy. When Jacob graz d his uncle Laban's ſheep; 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalf) 
The third poſſeſſor; ay, he was the third. 
Anth. And what of him? did he take intereſt? 
Shy. No, not take int'reſt, not as you would fay 
Directly int'reſt; mark what Facob did. 
When Laban and himſelf were compromis'd* | | 
That all the“ yeanlings which were ſtreak'd and piec 
Should fall as Jacob's Hire; the Ewes being rank, 
In th' end. of autumn turned to the rams; 
And when the work of generation was 
Between theſe woolly breeders in the act, 
The skilful ſhepherd + peel'd me certain wands: 
And in. the doing of the deed of kind, | 
He ſtuck. them up · before the fulſome ewes; 


Who then conceiving, did in yeaning · time 
* awelings, f pid 


EY 


* 
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Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were 's 
This was a way to thrive, and he was 3 


And thrift is bleſſing, if mea ſteal it not. 
Auth. This was a venture, Sir, that Faced (ery'd for 


A thing not in his pow'r to bring to paſs, 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the of heav'n, 
Was this inſerted to make int'reſt good? 
Or is your gold and filver ewes and rams ? 
Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as faſt 
Bur note me, Signior. 
Anth. Mark you this, Baſſanlo : 
The devil can cite ſcripture for his purpoſe. 
An evil foul, producing holy witneſs, 
Is like a villain with a ſmiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O What a goodly outſide falſhood hath! 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats! 'tis a good round ſum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me ſee the rate. 
Anth. Well, Shylock, ſball we be beholden to you: 
Shy. Signior Authonio, many a time and oft 
In the Ryalto you have rated me, 
About my monies and my uſances. 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
For ſufferance-is the badge of all. aur tribe, 
You call me misbelicver, cut-throat dog, 
And ſpit upon my Jewiſh gaberdine, 
And all for uſe of that which is my owa. 
Well then, it now appears you need my help: 
Go to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
lock, we would have monies ; you fay fo, 
You that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you ſpurn a firanger cur 
Over your thieſbdd : money is your ſuit, 
What ſhould I fay to you? ſhould I rot fay, 
Hath a dog money ? is it poſlible 
A cur can lend three thouſand ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
With bated breath, and whiſp'ring bumbleneſs, 
Say this: fair Sir, you ſpit on me laſt Wedne/day, 
You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day; another time 
You call'd me dog; and for theft curteſes 
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I'll lend you thus much monies. 

Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again, 
To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee roo. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend ir not 

As to thy friend, (for when did frieadſhip take 
A * breed of barren metal of his friend?) 
But lend it rather to thine enemy, 

Who if he break, thou may'ſt with better face 
Exact the penalty. | 

Shy. Why how you ſtorm ? 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
Supply your preſent wants, and take no doit 
Of 4 Mo for my monies, and you'll not hear me: 
This is kind I offer. 

Anth. This were kindneſs, 

Shy. This kindneſs will I ſhow; 
Go with me to a Notary, ſeal me there 
Your ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport 
If you repay me not on ſuch a day, 
In ſuch a place, ſuch ſum or ſums as are 
Expreſs'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair fleſh, to be cur off and taken 
In what part of your body it fhall pleaſe me. 

Anth. Content, in faith, I'll ſeal to ſuch a bond, 
And ſay there is much kindneſs in the Few. 

Baſſ. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for me, 
Ill rather dwell in my neceſſity. - 

Anth, Why fear not man, I will not forfeit it; 
Wichin theſe two months (that's a month before 
This bond expires) I do expect return 
Of thrice three times, the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what theſe chriſtians are! 
Whoſe own hard dealings teach them to ſuſpect 
The thoughts of others! pray you tell me this, 

If he ſhould break his day, What ſhould I gain 
By the exaction of the for tirure? 
A pound of man's fle ſh taken from a man, | Is 


breed of meral, meaning money at uſury, money that 
breeds more—The old editions (two of em) ne, na, A 
bribe of batten meta 


1 
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Is not ſo eſtimable or profitable, 
As fleſh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay, 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendſhip: 
If he will take it, ſo; if not, adieu; 9 
And for my love, I pray you wrong me not. 
Anth. Yes, Shylock, Iwill ſeal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's. | 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I wil! go and puiſe the ducats ſtrait, 
See to my houſe, left io the fearful guard 
Of an unthrit'y knave, aud preſently 
I'll be with you. e 
Anth. Hie tl. gentle Few. | 
The Hebrew wil! chritian. he grows-kind; 
Baſſ. 1 like no eerms, and' a villain's mind. 
Anth. Come c in this there can be no diſmay, 
My ſhips come hon a month before the day. [ Exeunt. 


er 
BEL Mo N r. 


Enter Morochiu: 4 Tawny: Moor all in white, and three. 


or four Follow ens accerdingly, with Portia, Neriſſa, and 
her train. . Cornets. 


Moxoc mus. 
Iſlike me not for my complection, 

The ſhadow'd livery of the burniſh'd ſun; 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireſt creature northward born, 
Where Phabas fire ſcarce thaws the iſicles, 
And let us make incifion for your love, 

To prove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine.. 
I tell thee, lady, this aſpe& of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant; by my love I ſwear,. 


The beſt regarded virgins of our clime 


Have lov'd it roo: I would not change this hue;. 
Except to Real your thoughts, my gentle Queen, 
2 Por, 


* 
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Por. In terms of choice I am not folely led, 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes: 


| Beſides, the lottery of my deſtiny 


Ba- s me the right of voluntary chuſing. 

But if my father had not ſcanted me, 

And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my {lf 

His wife, who wins me by that means | told you; 
Your ſelf, renowned Prince, then ſtood as fair 
As any comer I have look'd on yet, 

For my Affection. 

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you; 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this ſcimitar, 

That flew the Sophy and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I wou'd out- ſtare the ſterneſt Eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young ſucking cubs trom the ſhe-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while! 

If Hercules and Lychas play at dice 

Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his + page, 


- 


And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 


Miſs that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 
Por. You muſt take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chuſe at all, 
Or ſwear before you chuſe, if you chuſe wrong, 


Never to ſpeak to lady afterward 


In way of marriage; therefore be advis d. 
Mor. Nor will not ; therefore bring me to my chance. 
Por. Firſt forward to the temple, after dinner, 


Your hazard ſhall be made. | 


Mor. Good fortune then! | [Cornets. 
To make me bleſt or curſed'ſt among men. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. Venice. 

Enter Launcelot alone. 

Laun. Certainly my conſcience will ſerve me to 
run from this Few my maſter. The fend is at 
. rege. | mine 
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mine elbow, and tempts me, ſaying to me, Go6b- 
bs, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gobbs, 
or good Launcelot Gobbo, uſe your legs, take the ſtart, 
run away. My conſcience ſays no; take heed honeſt 
Launcelot, take heed honeſt Gobbo, or as aforeſaid, 
honeſt Launcelot Gobbo, do not run, ſcorn running 
with thy heels. Well, the moſt couragious fiend bids 
be pack, via ſays the fiend, away fays the fiend, for 
the heav*ns rouſe up a brave mind, ſays the bend, 
and rum Well, my conſcience hanging about the 
neck of my heart, ſays very wiſely to me, my ho- 
neſt friend Launcelot, being an honeſt man's ſon, or 
rather an honeſt woman's ſon for indeed my 
father did ſomething ſmack, ſomething grow to; he 
had a kind of taſte. Well, my conſcience ſays, 
budge not z budge, ſays the fiend; budge rot, ſays 
my conſcience ; conſcience, {ay I, you counſel well ; 
fiend, ſay I, you counſel ill, To be rul'd by my 
conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Few my maſter, 
who, God bleſs the mark, is a kind of devil; and to 
run away from the Few, I ſhould be ruled by the 
fiend, who, ſaving your reverence, is the devil hime 
ſelf. Certainly rhe Few is the very devil incarnal ; 
and in my conſcience, my conſcience is but a kind 
of hard conſcience, to offer to counſel me to ſlay 
with the Few, The fiend gives me more friendly 
counſel; J will run, fiend, my heels are at your com- 
mandment, I will run. | 
Enter old Gobbo with a basket. 

Gob, Maſter young man, you, I pray you, which 
is the way to maſter Few's ? 

Laun. O heav'ns, this is my true begotten father, 
who being more than ſand-blind, high gravel-blind, 
knows me not; I will try confuſions with him. 

Gob. Maſter young gentleman, 1 pray you which 
is the way to maſter Few's ? 
| Lawn. Turn up, on your right-hand at the next 
turning, but at the next turning of all on your left; 
marry at the very next turning turn of no hand, but 
turn down indirectly to the Few's houſe. 


Sab. By God's ſonties, twill be a hard way to bit; 


3 can 
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can you tell me whether one Launcelot that dwells with 
Aim, dwell with him or no? 

 Lann. Talk you of young maſter Launcelot? (mark 
me now, now will 1 raife the waters ;) talk you of 
young maſter Lawucelot ? 

Geb. No maſter, Sir, but a poor man's ſon, His 
father, though I ſay't, is an honeſt exceeding poor 
man, and God be thanked well to live. 

Laun. Well, Tet his father be what he will, we 
talk of young malter Launcelot ? 

Go. Your worſhip's friend and Launcelot, Sir. 

Laun. But 1 pray you ergo, old man, ergo I beſeech 
you, talk you of young maſter Lawncelot ? 

Gob. Of Launeelot, an't pleaſe your maſterſhip. 

Laun. Ergo maſter Launcelot, talk not of maſter 
Lagncelot father, for the young gentleman (according 
to fates and deſtinies, and ſuch odd fayings, the filters 
three, and ſuch b anches of learning,) is indeed de- 
2 or as you would ſay in plain terms, gone to 

eav'n. 
 Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtaff 
of my age, my very prop. 

Lawn. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poſt, a 
Raff or a prop ? do you know me, father ? ; 
So. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman; but I pray tell me, is my boy, God reſt 
his ſoul, alive or 4 J 7 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? a 
S0. Alack Sir, I am ſand- blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed if you bad your eyes you might 
fail of the knowing me: it is a wile father that knows 
his own child, Well, old man, 1 will tell you news 
of your ſon, give me your bleſſing, truth will come 
to light, murder cannot be hid long, a man's fon 


may ; butin the end truth will our. 


S0. Pray you Sir ſtand up, I am ſure you are not 
Launcelot my boy. | 

Lawn, Pray you let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your bleſſing; I am Lawncelor, your 


boy that was, your (on that is, your child that ſhall be. 


God, I cannot think you are my fon. | 
L, 
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Laun. I know not what I ſhall think of that: but 
I am Lawncelot the Few's man, and I am ſure Mar- 
gery your wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery indeed. T'll be ſworn 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own fleſh and 
blood: lord worſhip'd might he be! what a beard haſt 
thou got! thou haſt got more hair on thy chin, than 
Dobbin my Fill-horſe - on his tail. 

Laun. It ſhould ſeem then that Do6bin's tail grows 
backward, I am ſure he had more hair on his tail 
than I have on my face when I laſt ſaw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd ? how doſt thou 


and thy maſter agree? I have brought him a preſent ; 


how agree you now ? 

Laun. Woll, well; but for mine own part, as I 
have ſer up my reſt to run away, ſo I will not reſt 
*till I have run fome ground, My maſter's a very 

ew : give him. a preſent! give him a halter: I am 

miſh'd in his ſervice. You may tell every finger [ 
have with my ribs. Father 1am glad you are come, 
give me your preſent to one maſter Baſſanio, who in- 
deed gives rare new liveries; if I ſerve him not, I 
will run as far as God has any ground. O rare for- 
tune, here comes the man ; to him father, for I am 
a 7ew if I ſerve the Few any longer. 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or two. 


Baſſ. You may do ſo; but let it be ſo haſted, that 
ſupper be ready at the fartheſt by five of the clock: 
ſe theſe letters deliver'd, put the liveries to making, 
and deſire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 

Law. To him, father. 

Gb. God bleſs your worſhip. . 

— 4 Gramercy, would'ſt thou aught with me? 

Go. Here's my ſon, Sir, a poor boy. | 

Lawn. Not a poor boy, Sir, but the rich 7ew's man, 
that would, Sir, as my father ſhall ſpecific. 

Geb. He hath a great infection, Sir, as one would 
fax, to ſerve. | 

Lawn. Indeed the ſhort and the lon 
the Few, and have a deſire as my father 


is, I ſerve 
ſpeciſie. 


Gob. 


r 
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Gob. His maſter and he, ſaving your worſhip's re- 
yerence, are ſcarce catercouſins. | 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Few 
having done me wrong, doth cauſe me, as my father, 
being I hope an old man, ſhall frutifie unto you. 

Gob. I have here a diſh of doves that I would be- 
ſtow upon your worſhip, and my ſuit i 

Laun. In very brief, the ſuit is impertinent to my 
ſelf, as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old 
man; and though I ſay it, though old man, yet poor 
man my father. . 

Baſſ. One ſpeak fer both, what would you? 

Laun. Serve you, Sir. 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 

Baſſ. I know thee well, thou haſt obrain'd thy ſuit 
Shylock, thy maſter, ſpoke wich me this day, 

And hath prefer'd thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Few's ſervice to become 
The follower of ſo poor a gentleman. ; 

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between 
my maſter Shylock and you, Sir ; you have the gracg 
of God, Sir, and he hath enough. | 

Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; go father with thy ſon, 
Take leave of thy old maſter, and enquire 
My lodging out; give him alivery, 

More guarded than his fellows: ſee it done. 

Laun. Father in, I cannot get a ſervice, no? I have 
ne'er a tongue in my head? well, if any man in Italy 
have a fairer table which doth offer to ſwear upon a 
book, 1 fhal/ have good fortune; go to, here's a 
ſimple line of life, here's a ſmall trifle of wives, alas, 
fifteen win b nothing, eleven widows and nine maids 
is a ſimple coming in for one man! and then to ſcape 
drowning thrice, and to bein perilof my lite with the 
edge of a feather-bed, here are ſimple ſcapes! well, if 
fortune be a woman, ſhe's a good wench for this geer. 
Father come, Flltake my leave of the Few in the twink - 


ling of an eye. 
. [Ex. Laun. and Gob. 
Baſ]. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this; 


Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed, 
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Return in haſte, for I do feaſt to-night 
My . beſt eſteem'd acquaintance; bie thee, 2 
Leon. My beſt endeavours ſhall be done herein. 
SCENE III. 
Enter Gratiano. 
Gra. Where is your maſter ? 
Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio. 
Ba. Gratiano. 
Gra. I have a ſuit to you. 
Baſſ. You have obtain d it. 


Gra. You muft not deny me, I muſt ge with you 


to Bedmont. 
Baſſ. Why then you muft : but hear thee, Gratians, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of yoice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in ſuch eyes as ours appear not faults ; 


But where thou art not known, why there they fhew | 


Something too liberal ; pray thee take pain 
FT allay with ſome cold drops of modeſty 
Thy skipping ſpirit, left through thy wild behaviour 
I be miſconſtrud in the place I go to, 
And loſe my hopes. 
Gra. Signior Baſſ#nio, hear me, 
Tf I do not put on a ſober habit, 
Talk with reſpect, and fwear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pockets, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay Amen; 
Uſe all th' obſervance of civility, 
Like one well ſtudied in a {ad oſtent 
To pleaſe his grandam ; never truſt me more. 
Bafſ. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing. | 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night, you ſhall not gage me 
By what we do to · night. 
Bafſ. No, that were Pity: 
I would entreat you rather ro put on 
Your boldeſt ſuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment : but fare you well, 
I have ſome buſineſs. 
Gre. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt: 


But we will viſit you at ſupper-time. [Exeunr, 
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SCENE Iv, 
Enter Jeſſica and Launcelot. 


Fef. I'r» ſorry thou wilt leave my father ſo, 
Our houſe is heil, and thou a merry devil 
Didſt rob it of ſame taſte of tediouſneſ ; 
But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee. 
And Launcelot, ſoon at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new maſter's gueſt; 
Give him this letter, do it ſecretly, 
And ſo farewel: I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. | 
| Lawn, Adieu; tears exhibit my tongue, moſt beau- 
tiful Pagan, moſt ſweet Few! if a Chriſtian did not 
play the knave and get thee, I am much deceiv'd; but 
adieu, theſe fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drown my 
manly ſpirit ; adieu. | [Exit 
Feſ. Farewel, good Launcelot. | 
Alack, what heinous fin is it in me, 
To be aſham'd to be my father's child ? 
But though I am a daughter te his blood, 
I am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promiſe, I ſhall end this ſtrife, 
Become a chriſtian, and thy loving wife. [ Exit; 


_  $SCEENE V. | 
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 


Lor. Nay, we will link away in ſupper-time, diſ- 
guiſe us at my lodging, and return all in an hour. 

Gra. We have net made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of torch-bearers, 

Sola. Tis vile, unleſs it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. 'Tis now but four o'-clock,. we have two hours 
To furniſh us Friend Launcelot, what's the news ? 

. Enter Launcelot with a letter. 

Lawn. And it ſhall pleaſe you-to break up this, it 
hall ſeem to ſignify. 1 

Lor. I know the hand, in faith tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ oa 


Is 
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Is the fair hand that writ. | 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, Sir. 

Lor. Whither goeſt thou ? . 

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old maſter the Few to 
ſup 9 with my new maſter the chriſtian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Fefica 
1 will not fail her, ſpeak it privat 5. 

Go Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mask to- night? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. [Exit Laun. 

Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it ſtrait. 

Sola. And ſo will I. 

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano 
At Gratiano's lodging ſome hour hence. oe 

Sal. Tis good we do ſo. | Exit. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Feſſica ? 

Lor. I muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 
How I ſhall take her from her father's houſe, 
What gold and jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with, 
What page's ſuit, ſhe hath in readineſs. 

If cer the Few her father come to heav'n, 

It will be for this gentle daughter's ſake : 

And never dare misfortune croſs her foot, 
Unleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 

That ſhe is iſſue to a faithleſs Few. 

Come. go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 
Fair Jeſſica ſhall be my torch- bearer. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Shylock and Launcelot. | 


Well. thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be thy jud 

Wo hed of old Shylock and Baſſanio, WI 
What Jeſſica! thou ſhalt not gormandize 
As thou haſt done, with me——what Jeſica? 
And ſleep and ſnore, and rend apparel out. 
Why FJeſſica, I ſay. 

Laun. Why Jeſica | 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call. 


[ Exennt, 


Lawn. Your worſhip was wont to tell me 1 could 


do nothing withour bidding, 
Enter 


t? 
n. 


if, 


e, 


Id 
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Enter Jeſſica. | 5 
Feſ. Call you? what is your will? 
Shy. I am bid forth to ſupper, Feffica, , 
There are my keys: but wheretfore ſhould I go? 
I am not bid for love; they flatter me: | 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal chriftian. Feſica, my girl, 
Look to my houſe, I am right loth to go, 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my reft, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. AE 
Laun.l beſeech you, Sir, go, my young maſter doth 
expect your reproach. | 
Shy. So do I his. * 
Laun. And they have conſpired together, I will not 
ſay you ſhall fee a mask; but if you do, then it was 
not for nothing that my noſe fell a bleeding on black 
Monday laſt, at fix a-clock i'th' morning, falling out 
that year on Aſh-Wedneſday was four year in the after - 
noon, "377 
Shy. What are theſe masks? hear you me, Jeſſra, 
Lock up my doors, and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile ſqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your head into the publick ſtreet - 
To gaze on chriſtian . fools with varniſh'd faces: 
But ſtop my houſe's ears, I mean my Caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow foppery enter 
My ſober houſe, By Facod's ſtaff I ſwear, 
I have no mind of feaſting forth to-night; 
Bur I will go; go you before me, firrah: 
Say I will come. | 
Laun. I will go before, Sir. | 
Miſtreſs, look out at a window for all this, 
There will come a chriſtian by, ; 
Will be worth a Feweſs' eye. | [Exit Laun. 
Shy. What ſays that fool of Hagar's off ſpring? ha. 
Feſ. His words were, farewel miſtreſs, nothing elſe. 
= The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder? 
Snail-ſlow in profit, but he ſlee ps by day | L 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me. 
Therefore I part with 1 part with him 9 
0 
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To one that I would have him help to waſte 


His borrow'd purſe. Well, Feſſira, go in, 2 
Perhaps I will return immediately; 7 
Shut the doors after you, faſt bind; faſt find, 3 Fox 
A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [Exi. But 
Feſ. Farewel; and if my fortune be not croſt, 4 
I have a father, you a daughter loſt. [ Exit. Po 
SCENE VII. 

Enter Sratiano and Salanio in maſquerade. 
Gra. This is the pent-houſe under which Lorenz Tb 
deſired us to make a ſtand. | Fo 
Sal. His hour is almoſt paſt. To 
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, a 
For lovers ever run befote the clock. | 
Sal. O ten times faſter Venus pidgeons fly Tl 
To * ſcallove's bonds new made, than they are wont W 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited! Ar 


Gra. That ever holds. W ho riſeth from a feaſt 
With that keen appetite that he ſits down ? 
Where is the horſe that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſures with th' unbated fire 
That he did pace them firſt? all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed than enjoy d. 
How like a younker or a prodigal * 
The skar fed bark puts from her native bay, 

Hugg'd and embraced by the trumpet wind? 

How like the prodigal doth ſhe return Fe 

With over- weather d ribs and ragged fails, A 

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet wind? A 

Enter Lorenzo. A 
8 
V 
C 


Sal. Here comes Lorenxo: more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode, - 
Not I, but my affairs have made you wait; 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the thieves for wives, 
Pll watch as long for you then; come approach; 
Here dwells my father Few. Hoa, who's within? 

Jeſſica above in boy's cloaths. | 

Feſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 13 

Albeit I'll ſwear that 1 do know your tongue. 


Lor. 
* ſeal, + over-wither'd, 


a 


i. 
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7 
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Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. | 
Feſ. Lorenzo certain, and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much? and now who knows 
Bur you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 
Lor. Heav'n and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art. 
Feſ. Here, catch his casket, it is worth the pains, 
Pm glad tis night, you do not look on me, 
For I ara much aſham'd of my exchange 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot ſee 
The pretty follies that themſelves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſh 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my torch-bearer. 
ef. What, muſt I hold a candle to my ſhames? 
They in themſelves good-ſooth are too too light. 
Why, tis an office of diſcovery, love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Lor. So are you ſweer, 
Ev'n in the lovely garniſh of a boy. 
But come at once 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ſtaid for at Baſſanio's feaſt. 
Feſſ. 1 will make faſt the doors, and gild my {elf 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtrait 
Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Few. 
Loy. Beſhrew me but I love ber heartily, 
Far ſheis wiſe, if I can judge of her; 
And fair the is, if that mine eyes be true; 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelf ; 
And therefore like her ſelf, wiſe, fair, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoul. 
Re-enter jeſſica. 
What, art thou come? on gentlemen, away; 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay. [Exiz. 


Enter Anthonio. 
Anth. Who's there ? 


Gra. Signior Anthonio, 

Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt 
"Tis nine a- clock, our friends all ſtay for you. 
No mask — * the wind is come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will go ny, | 

Ma 2 


28 The Merchant of Venice. 


Let 
I have ſent twenty out to ſeek for you. .. Wh 
Gra. I'm glad ont, I deſire no more delight, os Wt 
Than to be under fail, and gone to-night. Laim. Fre 
SCENE VII. BZT Mon. = 
Enter Portia with Morocchius and both their Trains. Of 
Por. Go, draw aſide the curtains, and diſcoyer | For 
The ſev'ral caskets to this noble Prince. Th 
Now make your choice. [Three caſkets are diſcover d, Spi 
Mor. N firſt of gold, which this inſcription bears, To 
Who chuſetÞ me, ſha gain 5 ou, men deſire, - 4 
The —.— ſilyer, which this promiſe carries, On 
Who chuſerh me, ſhall get as much as ht oy | Ig 
This third, dull 7 with. watning all as bly To 
I ho chu ſeth me, muſt give and hazard all be bath, To 
How — I know de chule the right? Or 
Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince, Be: 
If you chuſe that, then I am yours Wit hall. O 
Mor. Some God direct my. jadgmeut; let me ſee, W. 
I will ſurvey the inſeriptions back again; A 
What ſays this leaden easket? | Sta 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and ha zard all he 5 th... Bu 
Muft give, for what? for lead? hazard for lead, | Lic 
This casket threatens. Men that, bazafd all, - He 
Do it in hope of fait advantages: | 
A golden mind ſtoops not to ſhows of di oſs, Th 
I'll then not give nor 17158 Ou; gh * ai un n! ä 
What ſays the filver wirh h er 41 ve? ee hed wi 
Who chuſeth mr, Fn? get as m 5 hrs | : '; Vi 
As much 4s he 11 550 bel, . 


And weigh thy value With ag or 15 

If thou be'ſt rated by thy 5 i ation. 

Thou doſt Yeferye'e enough, d yet enough . * 

May not extend ſo far as to hy lady; 

And yet to be afraid'of my deſerving, - 

Were but a weak diſabling of my felt, . 

As much as I deſerve? * why that's ihe hay. 

I do in birth deſerve her, and in . * 

In graces, and in qualities of N 5 

But more than theſe, in love I do de rye. wat iN = 

W hat if | ſtray'd no farther, but choſe here? 
Let's 
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Let's fee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold, 

Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire. 

Why that's the lady, all the world defires her: 

From the four corners of the carth they come 

To kiſs this ſhrine, this mortal breathing faint, 

Th' Hircanian deſarts and the vaſtie wilds 

Of wide Arabia are as thorough-fares now, 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The wat'ry kingdom, whoſe ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ſtop the foreign ſpirits, but they come 

As o'er a brook, to ſee fair Portia. 

One of theſe three contains her heav'nly picture. 

Is like that lead contains her ? 'twere damaation 

To think ſo baſe a thought : it were too groſs 

To rib her ſearcloth in the obſcure grave. 

Or ſhall I think in filver ſhe's immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold? 

O ſinful thought, never ſo rich a gem „ 2k 

Was ſet in worſe than gold ! they have in England 

A coin that bears the figure of an. angel 

Stamped in gold, but that's inſculpt upon: 

Bur here an angel in a golden bed — 

Lies all within. Deliver me the key; | 

Here do I chuſe, add thrive I as I may. 
Por. There take ir, Prince, and if my form lie there 

Then I am yours. [ Unlocking the gold ca let. 
Mor. O hell! what have we here, a carrion death, 

Within whoſe empty eye there is a ſcrowl; 

11 read the writing. 


All that gliſters is not gold, 
Often have you heard that told; 
Many a man his life hath fold, 
But my outſide to behold, 

Gilded wood may worms infold : 
Had you been as wiſe as bold, 
Young in limb, in judgment old, 
Your anſwer had not been inſcrol'd, 
Fare you well, your ſuit is cold. 


B 3 Wor. 
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Mer. Cold indeed, and labour loſt : 
Then farewel heat, and welcome froſt: 
Porvia adieu, I have too griev'd a heart 


To take a tedious leave: thus loſers part. [ Exit, 


Por. A. gentle riddance : draw the curtains, go, 


Let all of his complexion chuſe me ſo. Exenunt. 


SCENE IX. Venice. 
Enter Solarino and Salanio. 


Sal. Why man, I faw Baſſanio under fail; 
With him is Gratiano gone along, 
And in their ſhip 'm ſure Lorenzo is not. 


Sola. The villain Few with outcries rais'd the Duke, 


Who went with him to ſearch Baſſanio's ſhip. 
Sal. He came too late, the ſhip was under fail ; 

But there the Duke was giv'n to underſtand 

That in a Gendalo weie ſeen together 

Lorenzo and his . * 

Beſides, Anthonio eertify'd the Duke 

They were not with Baſſanio in bis ſhip. 

Sola. I never heard a paſſion ſo confus'd, 

So e, outrageous, and ſo variable, 

As the dog Few did utter in the ſtreets ; 

My daughter, O my ducats, O my daughter! 

Fled with a chriftian ? O my chriſtian ducats! 

Juſtice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter ! 

A ſealed bag, two ſealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats, ſtoln from me by my daughter! 

And jewels, two ſtones, rich and precious ſtones, 

Stoln by my daughter! juſtice ! find the girl; 

She hath the ſtones upon her, and the ducats. 
Sal. Why all the boys in Venice follow him, 

Crying his ſtones, his daughter, and his ducats. 
Sola. Let good Amhonio look he keep his day, 

Or he ſhall pay for this, . 
Sal. Marry, well remember'd. 

I reaſon'd wh a Frenchman yeſterday, 

Who told me, in the narrow ſeas that part 

The French and Engliſh, there miſcarrie 

A veſſel of our country richly fraught : 
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I thought upon Anthonio when he rold me, 
And wiſh'd in filence that it were not his. 

Sola. You were beſt to tell Anthonio what you hear, 
Yer do not ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth. 
I ſaw Baſſanioand Anthonio part. 
Kaſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot his return: he anſwer d, do not fo, 
Slubber not bu ſineſs for my ſake, Baſſanio, 
But ſtay the very 1iping ot the time; 
And for the Few's bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love: 
Be merry, and emp.oy your chiefeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there. 
And even there, his eye being hid with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affection wond'rous ſenſible 
He wrung Baſſanio's hand, and fo they parted. 

Sola. I think he ooly loves the world for him. 
I pray thee let us go and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heavinefs 
Wirh ſame delizht or other. | 

Sal. Do we ſo. { Exennt, 


SCENE X. BerLwmonrT. 
Enter Neriſſa with a Servant. 


Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the cur- 
rain ſtrait, 


The Prince of Arragon has ta'en his oath, 
And comes to his election preſently. 


Enter Arragon, his train, Portia, Floy. Cornets. 
The Caskets are diſcover d. 

Por. Behold there ſtand the caskets, noble Prince, 
If you chuſe that wherein J am contain'd, 
Strait ſhall our nuptial rites be ſolemniz'd: 
But if you fail, wichout more ſpeech, my lord, 
You mult be gone from hence immediarely. 

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath robſerve three things; 
Firft, never to unfold ro any one 
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Which casket *twas I choſe;-next if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 


To woo a miid in way of marriage: 


Laſt, if 1 fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To theſe injunctions every one doth ſwear 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 

Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me, fortune now 
To my heart's hope ; gold, filver, and baſe lead. 
Who chufeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
You ſhall look fairer &er I give or hazard. 
What ſays the golden cheft? ha, let me ſe; 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire. 
What many men defire———that may be meant 
Of the full multitude that chuſe by ſhow, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 
Which pry not to th' interior, but like the martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Ev'n in the force and road of caſualty. 
I will not chuſe what many men deſire, 
Becauſe I will not jump with common ſpirits, 
And rank me with the barb'rous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou filver treaſure-houſe : 
Tell me once more, what title thou doſt bear? 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves; 
And well ſaid too, for who ſhall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the ſtamp of merit? let none preſume 
To wear an unde ſer ved dignity: 
© that eſtates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not deriv'd -corruptly, that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then ſhould cover that ſtand bare ? 


How many be commanded that command ? 


ow much low peaſantry would then be glean'd 


— the true ſeed of honour ? how much honour 


Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new varniſh'd? well, but to my choice: 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves: 
I will aſſume deſert ; give me a key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 


Por. 


Por 
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Por. Too long a pauſe for that which you find there. 


2 | [Unlocking the ſilver casket. 
Ar. What's here!- the portrait of a blinking idiot, 

Preſenting me a ſchedule ? I will read it: 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 


How much unlike my hopes and my deſervings? 


Who chuſes me ſhall have as much as he deſerves. 
Did I deſerve no more than a fool's head? 
Is that my prize? are my deſerts no better? 
Por. To offend and judge are diſtin& offices, 
And of oppoſed natures. 
Ar. What is here? 


The fire ſev'n times tried this, 
Sev'n times tried that judgment is, 
That did never chuſe amiſs. 

Some there be that ſhadows kiſs, 
Such have but a ſhadow's bliſs : 
There be fools alive, I wis, 
Silver'd der, and ſo was this : 
Take what wife you will to bed, 
I will ever be your head: 

So be gone, Sir, you are ſped. 


Ar. Still more fool I ſhall appear 

By. the time I linger here: 

With one fool's head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. | 

Sweet adieu, I'll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. . [ Exit. 
Por, Thus hath the candle findg'd the moth : 

O theſe deliberate fools ! when they do chuſe, 

They have the wiſdom by their wit to loſe. 
Nev. The ancient faying is no hereſy, 

Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Neriſſa. 
nter a Servant. 

Serv. Where is my lady? N | 

Por. Here, what would my lord? | 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 

A young Venetian, one that comes before 


To fignify th' approaching * his lord, 
0 5 
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From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets 

To. wit; beſides commends and courteous breath, 

Gifts of rich value; yet I have not ſeen | 

So likely an ambaſſador of love. 

A day in April never came ſo ſweet, 

To ſhow how coſtly ſummer was at hand, 

As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his lord. 
Por. No more I pray thee ; I am half afraid 

Thou'lt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thee, 

Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch high-day wit in young him: 

Come, come, Neriſſa, for I long to ſee 

Quick Cupid's poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 
Ner. Baſſanio lord, Love! if thy will it be! 


[ Exenne. 


— _———— 
ME 


— 
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ACT ML. $CENS:L 
VENICE. 
Enter Salanio and Solarino. 


SOLARINO. 


OW, whe news on the Ryalto * 

Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that 
Aus boni hath a ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the 
narrow ſeas 5: the Goodwins, I think they call the place; 

2 very dangerous flat and fatal, where the earcaſſes , 
of many 'a tall fhip lie bury'd, as they fay, if my 
* goſlip Repore be an honeſt woman of her word, 

Sola, I would ſhe were as lying a goſſip in that, as 
ever knapt ginger, or made her neig hbours believe ſhe 
wept for the death of a third husband. But it is true, 
without any flips of prolixity, or croſſing the plain 
high-way of talk, that the good Anthonis, the honeſt 
Anthonio——O that J had a title good enough to 
keep his name company ! ROT 
Sal. Come, the full ſto | X 

Sola. Ha, what ſay ſt thou? why the end is, he hath . 
hf a ſhip. he yep” Sow 


gell report. | Ss). 
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Sal. I would it might prove the end of his loſſes. 
Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leſt the devil croſs 
my prayer ; for — he comes in the likeneſs. of a 
Few. How now Shylock, what news among the mer- 
chants ? | 
K Enter Shylock. | 

Shy. You knew (none ſo well, none ſo well as you) 
of my daughter's flight | 

Sal. That's certain ; I for my part knew the taylor 
thar made the wings ſhe flew withal. 

Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the bird 
wos fledg'd, and then it is the complection of them all 
to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd: for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be here judge. 

Shy. My own fleſh and blood to rebel! | 

Sola. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at theſe 
* years? _ F 

Shy. I fay, my daughter is my fleſh and blood. 

Sal. There is more difference berween thy fleſh and 
ders, than between jet and ivory; more between your 
bloods, than there is between red wine and rheniſh: 
but tell us, do you hear whether Anthonio have had any 
iofs at fea or no? | 

Shy. There I have another bad match ; a bankrupt, 
a prodigal, who dares ſcarce ſhew his head on the 
Ryalto, a beggar that us'd to come ſo ſmug upon the 
mart! let him look to his bond; he was wont to call 
me ufurer ; let him look to his bond; he was wont to 
end money for a chriſtian courteſie; let him look to 
his hond. | 

Sal. Why I am fore if he forfeit, thou wilt: not take 
his fleſh: what's that good for ; 

Shy. To bait fiſh wirhal. If it will feed nothing elſe, 
it will feed my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me, and hin- 
der'd me half a million, lavghr at my lofles, mockt at 
my gains, ſcora'd my nation, thwarted my bargains, 
coold my friends, heated mine enemies; and what's 
his reafon; I am a Few. Hath not a Few eyes; hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, dimenſions, ſenies, affe - 
ions, paſſions; f.d with the ſame food, hurt with 

times. | the 
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the ſame weapons, ſubject to the ſame diſeaſes, heal'd 
by the ame means,” warm'd and cool'd by the ſame 
1 inter and ſum mer as a chriſtian is? If you prick us 
I do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do 'we nor laugh? 
if you poiſon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, 
ſhall we not revenge? If we arelike you in the reſt, 
we will reſemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a 
chriſtian, what is his humility? Revenge. If a chri- 
ſtian wrong a Few, what ſhould bis ſu ce be by 
chriſtian example: why Revenge. The villany you 
reach me I will execute, and it ſhall go hard but I will 
better the inſtruction. 
Enter a ſervant from Anthonio. 
Ser. Gentlemen, my maſter Anthonio is at his houſe, 
and defires ro ſpeak with you both. 
Sal. We have been up and down to ſeek him. 
Enter Tuball. 
Sola. Here comes another of the tribe; a third can- 
not be match'd, unleſs the devil himſelf turn Faw. 
| |  [Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 
Shy. How now, Tuball, what news from Genoa ? 
haſt thou found my daughter? 
Tu. I often came where I did hear of her, but cag- 
not find her. | 
Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone coſt me two thouſand ducats in Frankfort the 
curſe never fell upon our nation *till now, I never 
felt it 'till now? two thoufand ducats in that, and 
| other precious, precious jewels! I would my daugh- 
ter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear ! 
O would ſhe were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats 
in her coffin, No news of them; why, ſo! and I 
krow not what's ſpent in the ſearch; why then loſs 
upon loſs ; the thief gone with ſo much, and ſo much 
to find the thief; and no fatisfaQtion, no revenge, nor 
no ill lugk ſtirring, but what lights o my ſhoulders, 
7 Gghs but o' wy breathing, no tears but o my ſhed- 
ing. | 
Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too; d4nihonio, 
as 1 heard in Genoua bi 
Shy. What, what, ill luck, ill luck? 
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Tub. Hath an Argoſie caſt away, coming from Tri» 
is? | a 
Shy. 1 thank God, thank God ; is & true? is it 

true? | Fe 

Tub. 1 ſpoke with ſome of the ſailors that eſcaped 
1 chil hgh, dls Ws apa good 

Sky. thank thee, 3 news, 

1 6 ha, ha, 4 Genou a? n 9 

Tub. Your daughter ſpent in Genoua, as I heard, one 
night fourſcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt a dagger in me; I ſhall never ſee 
my gold again; fourſcore ducats at a fitting, four- 
ſcore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's creditor$in 
= Opry to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe bur 

rea 

Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture 
him; I'm glad of it. 

Tub. One of them ſhew'd me a ring that he had of 
your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tuball; it 
was my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leah when I was a bat» 
chelor; I would not have given it for a wilderneſs of 
monkies. 

Tub. But Ant honio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true; go ſee me an 
officer, beſpeak him a fortnight before. I will have 
the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out of Ve- 
nice, I can make what merchandize I will: go, go 
Tuball, and meet me at our {ſynagogue ;. go, good Tu- 
ball; at our ſynagogue, Tuball. | Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Bertmonrt. 


Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendant. 
The Cakets are ſet out, 


Por. I pray you tarry, pauſe a day or two | 
Before on ; for in chuſing 8 e 
I loſe your company; for bear a while. 
There's ſomething tells me (but it is not love) 
I would not loſe you; and you know yourſelf, 
Hate counſels not in fuch a quality. 


— 
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Bur leſt you ſhould not underſtand me well, 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 

I would derain you hene ſome month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chuſe right, but I am then for ſworn: 

So will I never be, ſo may you miſs me; 

But if you do, you'll make me wiſh a ſin, 

That I had been forſworn. Befhrew your eyes, 
They have o'erlook'd me, and divided me; 

One half of me is yours, the other half | 
Mine own, I would iy : but if mine, then yours; 
And ſo all yours. Alas! theſe naughty times 

Put bars between the owners and their rights: 
And fo tho' yours, not yours; prove it ſo, 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I ſpeak too long, but 'tis to piece the time, 

To eche it out, and dra it out in length, 

To ſtay you from election. : 

Baſſ. Let me chuſe : ; 
For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Baſſanio? then confeſs 
W hat treaſon there is mingled with your love? 

Baſf. None but that ugly treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear th' enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amity and life 
"Tween * and fire, as treaſon and my love. 

Por. Ay, bur I fear you ſpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do ſpeak any tl ing. w 

Baſſ. Promiſe me life, and I'M confeſs the truth, 

Por. Well then, confeſs and live. 

Baſf Confeſs and love 
Had been the very ſum of my confeſſion. 

O happy torment. when my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for deliverance! 
Bur let me to my fortune and the caskets. 
Per. Away then. I am lockt in one of them, 
H you do love me, you will find me out. 
Neriſſa and i reſt ſtand all aloof, 
Let muſick ſound while he doth make his choice; 
Then if he loſe, he makes a ſwan-like end, 
| Fading in muſick. That the compariſon 
$4 May 
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May ſtand more juſt, my eye ſhall be the ſtream 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : he may win, 
And what is mufick then? then muſick is 

Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubje&s bow 
To a new crowned monarch: ſuch it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in break of day, 

That creep into the dreaming brid m's car; 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs preſence but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem. - 

The virgin-tribute paid by howling Troy. 

To the tea monſter : I ftand for facrifice ;. 

The reſt aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared viſages came forth to view 


The iſſue of th' exploit. Go Hercules, 


Live thou, I live; with much, much more diſma 
I view the fight, than thou that mak'ſt the fray. 


| [ Muſick withim.. 
A Song whilſt Baſſanio comments on the cakets to 
. himſelf. | 
Tell me where is fancy bred, 


Ar in the heart, or in the head? 
How begot, how nouriſhed ? 
Reply, reply. 

It is engender'd in the eye, 

With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the wes where it lies: 
Let us all ring 's knell. 
Jil begin it. fer 

Ding, dong, bell. 


| Baff. So may the outward ſhows be leaſt themſelves: 
The world is ſtill deceiv'd with ornament. ; 


In law what plea fo tainted and corrupt, | 

But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, J 
Obſcures the ſhow of evil? in religion 

What damned error, but ſome fober brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the groſfneſs with: fair ornament t 
There is uo vice © imple, but aſſumes | 
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Some mark of virtue, on his outward . 


How mity cowards, whoſe hearts bs AT Ab fille _ 
As ſtairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins - 

The beards of HeFeltles and frowning Mars; 
Who inward Tearcht, have livers White as milk ? 
And theſe aſſume. but yalour's eXerement, 

To render them OO Look on beauty, 

And you hill ſe” tis purcbas d by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lighteſt that wear moſt of it: 

So are thoſe cri ſnaky golden looks | 
Which make ſuch” wantbn' gambolt with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed fairneſs, often known 

To be the dowry of a ſecond head, 3 

The skull that bred them, in the ſepulchre. 

Thus Ornament is but the gilded ſhore 

To a moſt dang'rous ſex; the beduteous ſcarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 

The ſeeming truth which cunning times put on 
T' entrap the wiſeſt. Then thou gaudy gold, 


Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee: 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 


"Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead, 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe avght ; 
Thy paleneſs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chuſe I, joy be the eonſequenee. 
Por. How all the other paſſions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts and raſh! embrac'd deſpair, 
And ſnudd'ring fear, aud green ey d jealouſe. 
O love be moderate, allay thy ecſtaſie; 
In meaſure rain thy joy, ſcant this exceſe, 
I feel too much thy bleflingy make it lefs, - 
For fear I ſurfeit. 
Be What find I here? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? what Demy-god 
Hath come fo near creation? move theſe eyes ? 
Or whether riding on the balls of mine 
Seem they in motion? here. are-ſeyer'd lips : 
Parred with ſugaf d breath; ſo ſweet a bar 
Should ſunder heh Te: Few : here in her hairs 
The painter plays the feet, and hath 
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A golden meſh t᷑ ãntrap the hearts of men 

Fafter than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes, 

How could he ſee to do them? having made one, 
— it ſhould have power to ſteal both his, 

And leave it ſelf * unfiniſh'd : yet how far | 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe dork wrong this ſhadow, 
In underpriſing it, fo far this ſhadow | 
Doth limp behind the ſabſtance. Here's the ſcrow), 
The continent and ſummary of my fortune. 


You that chuſe not by the view, 
Chanse as fair, and chuſe as true : 
Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and ſeek no new. 

If you be well pleas'd with this, 
ha bold your fortune for your bliſe, 
Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim ber with a loving kiſs. 


A gentle ſcrow! ; fair lady, by your leave, [Ning her. 
I come by note to give, and to receive. | 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes; 
Hearing applauſe and univerſal ſhout, 

Giddy in ſpirit, gazing ſtill in doubt, 
Whether thoſe peals of praiſe be his or no; 

So (thrice fair lady) ſtand I, even ſo, 

As doubtful whether What I ſee be true, 

Until confirm'd, fign'd, ratify'd by you. 

Por. You ſee, my lord Baſſanio, where I ſtand, 
Such as lam; tho' for my ſelf alone, | 
I would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 

To wiſh my ſelf much better; yer for you. | 
I would be trebled rwenty times my felf, 
A thouſand times more fair, ten thouſand times 
More rich, that to ſtand high in your account 
I might in virtues, beauties, livinge, friends, 
Exceed account: but the full ſum of me 
Is ſum of nothing, which to term in groſs, 
Is an unleſſon d girl, unſchool'd, unpractis d, 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old 
But ſhe may learn; more happy than in this, 

* wnfurniſh'd. 
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She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 
Happieſt of all is, that her gentle ſpirit 
Commits itſelf to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king: 
Myſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 

Is now converted. 1 but now was lady 

Of this fair manſion, miſtreſs of my ſervants, 
Queen o'er myſelf ; and even now, but now 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and this fame myſelf 
Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, loſe or give away, 
Let it preſage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Only my blood ſpeaks to you in my veins ; 

And there is fuch confuſion in my pow'rs, 

As after ſome oration fairly ſpoke 

By a beloved prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude, 

Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of no bing, fave of joy 

Expreſt, and not expreſt. Bur when this ry 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence;. 
© then be bold to 5 » Baſſanio's dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and ſeen our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry ＋ joy, good joy, my lord and lady. 

Gra. My lord Baſſanio, and my gentle lady, 

I wiſh you ali the joy that you can wiſh ; 
For I am ſure you can wiſh none for me: 
And when your bonours mean to ſolemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beſeech you 
Ev'n at that time I may be married too. 


Baſſ. With all my heart, ſo thou canſt get a wife. 
Gra. Ithank your lordſhip, you have got me one.- 


My eyes, my lord, can look as ſwift as yours: 
You faw the miſtreſs, 1 beheld the maid ; 
You lov'd; I lov'd for intermiſſion; 
No more pertains to me; my lord, than you. 
Your fortune ſtood upon the casket there, 
And ſo did mine too as the matter falls : 


For 


le. 
ne. 


For 
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For wooing here until I ſw-at again, 

And ſwearing 'till my very roof was wy. 
With oaths of love at laſt, if promiſe laſt, 
got a promiſe of this fair one here, 
To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Atchiev'd her miſtreſs. 

Por. Is this true, Neriſſa ? 

Ner. Madam, it is, ſo you ſtand pleas'd withal. 

Baſſ. And do you, Gratiane, mean good faith? 

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. [riage; 

Baſſ. Our feaſt ſhall be much honour'd in your mar- 

Gra. We'll play with them, the firſt boy for a thou- 
ſand ducats. 

Ner. What, and ſtake down ? 

Gra. No, we ſhall ne er win at that ſport, and ſtake 
down. a | 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infide!? 

What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio t 


SCENE III. 
Enter Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and Salanio. 


Baſ. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither, 

If that the youth of my new intereſt here 

Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave 

I bid my very friends and country-men, 

(Sweet Portia) welcome. 
Por. So do I, my lord; they are intirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your honour: for my part, my lord. 

My purpoſe was not to have ſeen you here, 

But meeting with Salanio by the way 

He did intreat me paſt all Griog nay 

To come with him along. 

Sal. I did, my lord, 

And I have reaſon. for't ; Signior Authonia 

Commends him to you. 

Baſſ. E'er I ope his letter, | 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ſick, my lord, unleſs it be in mind: 
Nor well, unleſs in mind : his letter there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate. 
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Baſſanio opens the letter. 
Gra. Neriſſa. cheer yond ſtranger. Bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salanio; what's the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio ? 


I know he will be glad of our ſucceſs : 
We are the 7aſons, we have won the fleece. 


Sal. Would you had won the fleece that he hath loſt. 


Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond fame 
paper, | 

That ſteel the colour from Baſſanio's cheek: 
Some dear friend dead, elſe nothing in the world 
Could turn ſo much the conſtitution 
Of any conſtant man. What, worſe and wor ſe 
With leave, Baſſanio, I am half yourſelf, 
And I muſt have the half of any thing 
Thar this ſame paper brings you. 

Baſſ. O iweet Portia ! 
Here are a few of the unpleaſant'ſt words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I h 
Ran in my Veitis, I Was wgentlerhan; 
And then I told you true; and yet dear lady, 
Rating my ſelf at nothing you ſhall ſee 
How much I was a braggart : when I told yo 
My ſtate was nothing, I ſhould then have told you 
That T was worſe than nothing. For indeed 
I have-engag'd myſelf to a dear friend; 
Engag'd my friend to his meer 'enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, hdy, 
The paper is the body of my friend, 
And every word in it a gaping wound, 
Iſſuing life- blood. But is it true, Salanio ? 
Have all his ventures fail'd ? what, not ene hit 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India? 


And not one veſſel *{cap'd the dreaũful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 


Sal. Not one, my lord. 
Beſides it ſhould appear, that if he had 2 
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The preſent money to diſcharge the Few, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A creature that did bear the ſhape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
He plies the Dake at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom of the ſtate, 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty merchants, 
The Duke himſelf, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port have all perſuaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of juſtice, and his bond. 
Feſ, When 1 was, with him, I have heard him ſwear, 
To Tuball and to Chus his country-men, 
That he would rather have Authonio's fleſh, 
Than twenty times the value of the ſum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my lord, 
«If law, authority, and pow'r deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Anthonts.. 
Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble? 
Baff The deareſt friend to me, the kindeſt man, 
The beſt · condition d and, unweary d ſpirit 
In doing courteſies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 
Por. What ſum owes he the Few ? 
Baſſ. For me three thouſand ducats. , 
Pur. What, no. more? 
Pay him fix thouſagd, and deface the bond; 
Double fix thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before friend of this deſcription . Wy 
Shall loſe a hair, through, my Baſſanio's fault. 
Firſt go with me to church, and call me wife, 
Ang b to Venice to your friend: 
For never ſhall you lie by Portia's fide 
With af unquiet ſou]. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the, petty debt twenty times ver. 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 
My maid Neriſſa and myſelf mean time 
Will live as maids and widows: come away, - 
yo 5 * i 1 e e For 
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For you ſhall hence upon your wedding-day. * 
But let me hear the letter of your friend, 


Baſſ. reads. Sweet Baffanio, my rips have all mi- 
carry d. my creditors grow cruel, my eſtate is very low, 
my bond to the Jew is forfeit 5 and ſince in paying it, it 
is impoſſible I live, all debts are cleared between 
you and me, if I might but ſee you at my death ; not- 
withſtanding uſe your pleaſure: if your love de not per- 
ſuade you to come, let not my letter. 


Por. O love! difpatch all buſineſs, and be gone. 
Baſſ Since I have your good leave to go away, 
will make haſte; but till I come again, 
Ne bed fhall &cr be guilty of my ſtay, 
Nor reſt be interpoſer 'rwixt us twain. {Exeune. 


SCENE Iv. Venice. 
Euter Shylock, Solar ino, Anthonio, and the Goalew = 


Shy. Goaler, look to him: tell not me of mercy, 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis. 
Goaler, look to him. 

Ant. Here me yet, good Shylock. 

Tl have my bond; ſſ 

I've {worn an oath that 1 will have my bond. | 
Thou calbdſt me dog before thou hadſt a cauſe ; 
But fince I am a dog, beware my fangs: 
The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty 18 that thou art ſo fond 
To come a with him at his requeſt, 

Ant. I pray thee hear me ſpeak... ke 

Shy. I'll have my bond: I will not hear thee ſpeak: 
II have my bond; and therefore ſpeak no more; 
I'll not be made a ſoft and dull-ey'd fool, 
To ſhake the head, relent, and figh and yield 


your wedding-day. 

Bid your friends welcome, ſhew a merry cheer ; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear, Oe. 


eak not againſt my bond: 


To 
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To chriſtian interceſſors. Follow not; 
IAM have no ſpeaking; I will have my bond. { 
[Exit Shylock. 
ny Sola. It is the moſt impenetrable-cur : 
low, That ever kept with men. 
i bs Ant. Let him alone, 
en II follow him no more with bootleſs pray'rs : 
* He ſeeks my life; his reaſon well I know ; 
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 
Sola. I am ſure the Duke 
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law ; 
For the com modity that ſtrangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be deny d,. | 
Will much impeach the juſtice ef the fare, . 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Con ſiſteth of all nations. Therefore go, 
* Theſe griefs and loſſes have ſo bated me, 
| That I ſhall hardly * a pound of fleſh 
Fo To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 
Well, goaler, on; pray God 11 come | 
To ſee me pay his debt, and then I care not! Exeunt. 


ond: SCENE V. BELNMO Nr. 


Enter Portia, Neriſſa, Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and 4 ſer- 
vant of Portia's. 


Lor. Madam, although I ſpeak it in your preſence, 
You _ K noble and yoo conceit 
Of God- like amity, which appears ſtron 
In bearing thus the abſence ** rs ph 
ak: But if you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 

How true a gentleman you ſend relief to, 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work, 

Te | Than cuſtomary bounty can enforce you. 

| Fer. I never did repent of doing good, 

And ſhall not now ; for in companions 


T 5 That do converſe and waſte the time together, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſouls do bear an equal yoke of ſove, 
There muſt be needs a like tion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of ſpirit; 
Which makes me think that this Anthoniv, 
Being the boſom- lover of my lord, 
Muſt needs be like my lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coſt I have beſtow'd © 
In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoul 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty ? 
This comes too near the praiſing of myſelf; 
Therefore no more of it: here other things, 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands, 
The husbandry and manage of my houſe, | 
Until my lord's return. For mine own part, | 
I have tow'rd heaven breath d à ſecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 
Until her husband and my lord's return. 
Thefe is a monaſtery two miles off, | 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
Not to deny this impoſition, 
The which my love and ſome neceſſity”. 
Now lays upon you. 
Loy.” Madam, with all my heart, 
I ſhall obey you in all fair commands. | 
Por. My people db already know my mind, 
And will acknowledge you and Feffica 
In place of lord Baſſanio and myſelf. 
So fare you well, till we ſhall meet again. 
Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you. 
Feſ. 1 wiſh your lady ſnip all heart's content. 
Per. I thank you for your wiſh, and am * pleas d 
To wiſh it back on you: fare ygu Well, Telfes. 


Now, Balthazar, * 

As I have ever found thee honeſt, true, 

So let me find thee ſtill: take this fame letter, 

And uſe thou all the endeavours of a man, 

In ſpeed to Mantua; fee thou render this 

Into my couſin's hand, doctor Bellario, 

And look what aotes — he Goth give thee, 


Bring 
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Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd ſ 
Unto the Traject, G the common fry 
Which trades to Venice: waſte no time in words, 
But get thee gone; I ſhall be there before thee. 
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed. [ Fæit. 
Por. Come on, Neri//a, I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: we'll ſee our huſbands 
Before they think of us. 
© Ner. Shall they ſee us? , 
Por. They ſhall, Neriſſa; but in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall think we are accompliſhed 
With what we lack. I'Il hold thee any wager, 
When we are both apparelPd like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 
* And ſpeak between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing ſteps 
* Into a manly ſtride, and ſpeak of frays 
Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lyes, 
* How honourable ladies ſought my love, 
* Which I denying, they fell ſick and dy'd, 
I could not do with all: then I'll repent, 
And wiſh for all that, that I had not kill'd them, 
And twenty of theſe puny lyes [ll tell; 
That men ſhall ſwear I've diſcontinu'd ſchool 
* Above a twelve-month. I have in my mind 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging jacks, 
Which I will practiſe. 
Ner. Shall we turn to men? 
Por. Fy, what a queſtion's that, 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my-eoach, Which ſtays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore haite away, 
For we muſt meaſure twenty miles to-day. [ Exeunt- 


SCE N- E VI. 
. Enter Launcelot and Jeſſica. 

Laun. Yes, truly : for look you, the ſins of the fa- - 
ther are to be laid upon the children; therefore I pro- 
miſe you, I fear you. I was always plain with you x 

an 
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and ſo now I ſpeak my agitation of the matter: there- 
fore be of good cheer; for truly I think you are 
damn'd: there is but one hope in it that can do you 
any good, and that is but a kind of baſtard-hope nei- 


er. 

7e/. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry you may partly hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Feab's daughter. 


Te/. That were a kind of baſtard-hope Indeed; ſa- 


the ſins of my mother ſhBuld be viſited upon me. 

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by 
father and mother; thus when you ſhun Scylla, your 
father, you fall into Charibdis, your mother: well, you 
are gone both ways. 


Jeſ. I ſhall be ſaved by my husband; he hath made 


me a chriſtian. | 

Laun. Truly the more to blame he; we were chri- 
ſtians enough before, e'en as many as could well live 
one by another : this making of chriſtians will raiſe 
the price of hogs ; if we grow all to be pork-eaters, 
we ſhall not ſhortly have a raſher on the coals for 
mony. | 

Enter Lorenzo. : 

Foſ. T'Il tell my husband, Launcelot, what you ſay: 
here he comes. 

Lor. 1 ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly, Launcelot, 
if you thus get my wife into corners. 

J Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launce- 
lot and J are out; he tells me. flatly, there is no mer- 
cy for me in heav'n, becauſe Iam a Few's daughter: 
and he ſays, you are no good member of the com- 
mon- wealth; for in converting Fewws to chriſtians, you 
raiſe the price of pork. 

Lor. 1 ſhall anſwer that better to the common- 
wealth than you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly: the Maor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than 
reaſon « but if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt woman, ſhe 
»s indeed more than I ory of for. | 

Jar. How every fool play upon the word ! 
unk the beſt grace of wit will ſhortly turn into fi- 
lence, 
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Tence, and diſcourſe grow commendable in none but 
parrots. Go in, ſirrah, bid them prepare for dinner. 
Laun. That is done, Sir; they have all ſtomachs. 

Lor. Good lord, what a wit-ſnapper are you! then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, Sir; only cover is the | 
word. | 0 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? | 

Laun. Not ſo, Sir, neither; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion ! wilt thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant? I 
pray thee underſtand a plain man in his plain mean- 
ing: go to thy fellows, bid them cover the table, ſerve 
in the meat, and we will come in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, Sir, it ſhall be ſerv'd in ; for 
the meat, Sir, it ſhall be covered ; for you coming in 
to dinner, Sir, why let it be as humours and conceits 
ſhall govern. h [Exit. Laun. 

Lor. O dear diſcretion, how his words are ſuited ! 
© 'The fool hath planted in his memory 
* An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools that Rand in better place, 
* Garniſh'd like him, that for a trickſie word 
Deſie the matter: how far'ſt thou, T? 
And now, good ſweet, ſay thy opinion, 
How doſt thou like the lord Baſſanio's wife? 

Fel. Paſt all expreſſing: it is very meet 

The lord Bafſanio live an upright life. 

For having tuch a Bleſſing in his lady, 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth: 

And if on earth he do not“ merit it, 

In reaſon he ſhould never come to heav'n. 

Why, if two Gods ſhould play ſome heav'nly match, 
And on the wager lay two carthly women. 

And Portia one, there mult be ſomething elſe 
Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even ſuch a husband 
Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife, 

Tef. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon: firit let us go to dinner, 
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Jeſ. Nay, let me praiſe you while I have a ſtomach. 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for table - talk; 
Then howſoe'er thou ſpeak'ſt, mong other things, 
I ſhall digeſt it. R 
Feſ. Well, I'll ſet you forth. [Execunt. 


nn . 


r e 


Noe. 


Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonio, Baſlanio, 
and Gratiano. 


rn. 


HAT, is Anthonis here? 
Ant. Ready, ſo pleaſe your Grace. 

Duke. I'm ſorry for thee, thou art come to anſwer 
A ſtony Adverſary, an inhuman wretch 
'Uncapable of Pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualifie 
His rig*rous courſe ; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 


Out of his envy's reach, I do oppoſe 


My * to his fury, and am arm'd 
To ſuffer with a quietneſs of ſpirit 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Duke. Go on, and call the Few into the court. 
Sal. He's ready at the door: he comes, my Lord. 


Enter Shylock. 


Duke. Make room, and let him ſtand before our face. 
Shyhch, the world thinks, and I think ſo too, 
That thou but lead'ſt this faſhion of thy malice 
To the laſt hour of act, and then 'tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorſe more ſtrange 
Than 1s thy ſtrange apparent cruelty. 
And where thou now exact'ſt the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant's fleſh, 
Thou wilt not only loſe the forſciture, 


But 
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Bit touch'd with human gentleneſs and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his loſſes 
That have of late ſo hudled on his back; 
Enough to preſs a royal merchant down, 

And pluck commiſeration of his ſtate 

From braſſy boſoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
Lo offices of tender courteſie. | 
We all expect a gentle anſwer, Few. 

Shy. I have poſſeſs'd your Grace of what I purpoſe, 

And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworn 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom, 
You'll ask me why I rather chuſe to have 

A weight of, carrion fleſh, than to receive 

Three thouſand ducats ? I'll not anſwer that. 
But ſay it is my humour, is it anſwered ? 

What if my houſe be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand ducats 

To have it bane d? what, are you anſwer'd yet? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig, 

Some that are mad if they behold a cat, 

And others, when the bag-pipe lings ich noſe, 
Cannot contain their urine for affection. 
Maſterleſs paſſion ſways it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your anſwer : 
As there is no firm reaſon to be render'd 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, 
Why he a harmleſs neceilary cat, 

Why hea woollen bag-pipe, but of force 
Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 
As to offend, himſelf being offended ; 
So can I give no reaſon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing 
I bear Anthonio, that I follow thus 
A loſing ſuit againſt him. Are you anſwer'd ? 
Baſſ. This is no anſwer, thou unfeeling man, 

T*excuſe the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
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Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Baſſ. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firſt. 

Shy. What would'ſt thou have a ſerpent ſting thee 

twice ? 

Ant. I pray you think you queſtion with a Jew. 
' You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, : 
And bid the main flood bate his uſual height. 

* You may as well uſe queſtion with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ? 
You may as well forbid the mountain-pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noiſe 
When they are tretted with the guſts of heav'n. 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 

As ſeek to ſoften that (than which what's harder?) 
His 7ew!/þ heart. Therefore I do beſeech you, 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means, 

But with all brief and plain conveniency 

Let me have judgment, and the Few his will. 

Baſſ. For thy three thouſand ducats here is ſix. 

Shy. If ev'ry ducat in fix thouſand ducats 
Were in ſix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke, How ſhalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring 

none ? 

Sy. What judgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchas'd ſlave, 
Which, like your aſſes and your dogs and mules, 
You uſe in abject and in laviſh part, 

Becauſe you bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why ſweat thy under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours, and let their pallats 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch viands: you 9 
The ſlaves are ours. So do I anſwer you. 
The pound of fleſh which I demand of him 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
Tf you deny me, fie upon your law, 

There is no force in the FT band of Venice: 

I ſtand for judgment; anſwer ; ſhall I have it? 


Duke. 
* You may as well uſe queſtion with the wolf. 
The ewe bleat for the lamb, you may as well, &c. 
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Duke. Upon my pow'r I may diſmiſs this court, 
Unleſs Bellario, a learned doctor, 
Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 
Sal. My lord, here ſtays without | 
A meſſenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 
Dake. Bring us the letters, call the meſſengers. 
Baſſ. Good cheer, Anthonis; what man, courage yet: 
The Yew ſhall have my fleſh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt loſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meeteft for death: the weakeſt kind of fruit 
Drops earlieft to the ground, and ſo let me. q 
You cannot better be employ'd, Baſſanio, 
Than to live ſtil}, and write mine epitaph. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Neriſſa dreji'd like a Lawyer's Clerk. 


Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 
Ner. From both, my lord: Hellario greets your Grace. 
Bafſ. Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly 7 
Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 
Gra. Not on thy ſoul! but on thy ſoul, harſh Few, 

Thou mak'ſt thy knife keen; for no metal can, 

No not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenneſs 

Of thy ſharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shy. No, none that thou haſt wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog, 

And for thy life let juſtice be accus'd. 

Thou almoſt mak'ft me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That ſouls of animals infuſe themſelves 

Into the trunks of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit 

Govern'd a wolf, who hang'd for human ſlaughter, 

Ev'n from the gallows did his fell ſoul fleet, 

And whiPſ thou lay'ſt in thy unhallow'd dam, 

Infus'd it ſelf in thee : for thy defires 

Are wolfiſh, bloody, ftarv'd,. and ravenous. | 
Shy. Till thou canſt rail the ſeal from off my bond, 

Thou but-offend'ſt thy lungs to ſpeak fo loud, 
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Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To careleſs ruin. I ſtand here for law. 
Duke. This letter from Bellarios doth commend 
A young and learned doctor in our court. 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your anſwer, whether you'll admit him? 
Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four of you 
Go, give him courteous conduct to this place: 
Mean time the court ſhall hear Bellario's letter. 


* OUR Grace ſhall underſtand, that at the receipt 
of your letter, I am very fick: but at the inſtant 
that your meſſenger came, in loving viſitation was with 
Te 4 young doctor of Rome, his name is Balthaſar: 7 
acquainted him with the cauſe in controverſie betauten 
the Jew and Anthonio the merchant. We turn'd ver 
many books together: he is furniſhed with my opinion, 
=vhich bettered with his own learning, ( the greatneſs 
ewhereof I cannot enough commend, ) comes with him at 
any importunity, to fill up your Grace's requeſt in my 
ſtead. I beſeech you, let his lack of years be no impedi- 
ment to let him lack a reverend eſtimation : For I never 
Anew ſo young a body with ſo old a head. I leave him 
to your gracious acceptance, whoſe tryal ſhall better pub- 


ſb his commendation. 
Enter Portia, dreſi'd like a Doctor of Laws. 


Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come: | 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario ? 
Per. I did, my lord. f 
Duke. You're welcome: take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the court? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the caſe. 

Which is the merchant here? and which the 7ew ? 
Duke. Anthonio and old Shy/ock, both ſtand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shyl/ock ? 

Shy. Shyloc is my name. 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſuit you follow, 

Yet in ſuch rule, that the Venetian law 
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Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. | 
You ſtand within his danger, do you not? [To Anth, 
Ant. Ay, ſo he ſayͤs. 7 
Por. Do you confeſs the bond ? 
Ant. I do. 
Por. Then muſt the Jesu be merciful. 
Shy. On what compuliion mult I ? tell me that, 
Por. The quality of mercy is not ſtrain'd ; 
© It droppeth as the gentle rain from heav'n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs'd, 
It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
"Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt, it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 
His ſcepter ſhews the force of temporal pow'r, 
Theattribute to awe and majeſty, 
Wherein doth fit the dread-and fear of Kings ; 
But mercy is above this ſcepter'd ſway, h 
It is enthroned in. the hearts of Kings, 
It is an attribute to God himſelf ; 
And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When mercy ſeaſons juſtice. Therefore, Few, 
Tho! juſtice be thy plea, conſider this, 
That in the courſe of juſtice none of us 
Should ſee ſalvation. We do pray for mercy, 
And that ſame pray'r doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have ſpoke thus much 
To mitigate the juſtice of thy plea ; 
Which if thou follow, this {tri court of Yen'ce 
Muſt needs give ſentence *gainſt the merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head. I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 
Por. Is he notable to diſcharge the mony ? 
Baſſ. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court, 
Yea, twice the ſum ; if that will not ſuffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not fuffice, it mult appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beſeech you 
Wreſt once the law to your authority. | 
To do a great right, do a little wrong, 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 
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Por. It muſt not be, there is no pow'r in Vemre 


Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed. 
"Twill be recorded for a precedent, 
And many an error by the ſame example 
Will ruſh 15 the ſtate. It cannot be. 
Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Dania. 
O wile young judge, how do I honour thee ! 
Por. I pray you let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here 'tis, moſt rev'rend doctor, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy mony offer'd thee, 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heav'n. 
Shall I lay perjury upon my ſoul ? 
No, not for Venice. 
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Few may claim 
A pound of fleſh, to be by him cut off 
Neareſt the merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice the mony, bid me tear the bond. 
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenure, 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You know the law, your expofition | 
Hath been moſt ſound. I charge you by the law 
W hereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my ſoul I ſwear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I ſtay here on my bond. 
Ant. Moſt heartily I do beſeech the court 
To give the judgment. 
Per. Why then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your boſom, for his knife. 
Shy. O noble judge! O excellent young man! 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
Shy. *Tis very true, O wile and upright judge, 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſom. 
. $hy. Ay, his breaſt, 
80 ſays the bond, doth it not, noble judge? — 
Neareſt his heart, thoſe are the very words. 
Por. It is ſo. Are there ſcales to weigh tle fleſh F 
Shy, I have them ready. 
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Por. Have by ſome ſurgeon, Shyloch, on your charge, 
To ſtop his RE left — ſhould bleed to death. ” 
Shy. Is it ſo nominated in the bond? 
Por. It is not ſo expreſs'd ; but what of that? 
*T were good you do ſo much for charity. 

Shy. f cannot find it, tis not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to ſay ? 
Ant. But little: I am arm'd and well prepar d- 
Give me your hand, Baſſanio, fare you well. 

Grieve not that I am fall'n to this for you: 

For herein fortune ſhews her ſelf more kind 

Than is her cuſtom. It is ſtill her uſe 

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 

To view with hollow- eye and wrinkled brow 

An age of poverty. From which ling'ring penance- 
Of ſuch a miſery doth ſhe cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife; 

Tell her the proceſs of Anthonio's end; 

Say how I lov'd you; ſpeak me fair in death: 

And when the tale is toll, bid her be judge, 

Whether Be/anio had not once a love. | 
Repent not you that you ſhall loſe your friend, | 
And he repents not that he pays your debt; : 
For if the Jet do cut but deep enough, | 
Tl pay it inſtantly. with all my heart. | 

Baſſ. Anthanio, I am married to a wife 4 
Which is as dear to me as life it ſelf; | 
But life it ſelf, my wife, and all the world, 1 
Are not with me eſteem' d above thy life. ] 
I would loſe all, ay ſacrifice them. all f 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for thatj 
If ſne were by to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife whom I proteſt I love, 
E would ſhe were in heaven, ſo ſhe could | 
Intreat ſome pow'r to change this curriſh Jeu. 

Nen. Tis well you offer it behind-her back, j 
The wiſh would make elſe an unquiet houſe. 

Sy. Theſe be the chriſtian husbands. I've a daughter, 
Would any of the ſtock of Barrabas vis any 
Had been her hueband, rather than a chriſtian ! ¶ AA. 

We irille time, | pray thee purſue ſentence. 
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| Por. A pound of that ſame merchant's fleſh is thine, 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Moſt rightful judge! 
Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt, 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 
Shy. Moſt learned judge ! a ſentence: come, prepare. 
Por. Tarry a little, there is ſomething elſe. 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood, 
'The words expreſly are a pound of fleſh. 
'Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of fleſh ; 
But in the cutting it if thou doſt ſhed 
One drop of chriſtian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are by the laws of Venice confiſcate 
Unto the ſtate of Venice. ; 
Gra. O upright judge] mark 7ew, O learned judge 
Shy. Is that the law? 
Por. Thy ſelf ſhalt ſee the act: 
For as thou urgeſt juſtice, be aſſur'd 
Thou ſhalt have juſtice, more than thou deſir'ſt. 
Gra. O learned judge! mark Jew, a learned judge 
Shy. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the chriſtian go. 
Baſſ. Here is the mony. 
Por. The Few ſhall have all juſtice ; ſoft, no haſte, 
He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 
Gra. O Few! an upright judge, a learned judge | 
Por. "Fherefore prepare thee to cut off the fleſh, 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
Bu juſt a pound of fleſh: if thou tak'ſt more 
Or leſs than a juſt pound, be't but ſo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the diviſion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor ſcruple ; nay, if the icale turn 
But in the eſtimation of a hair, 
'Thou dieſt, and all thy goods are confiſcate. 
Gra. A ſecond Daniel a Daniel, Jew, 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 
Por. Why doth the Fea pauſe? take the forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Baſj. | have it ready for thee ; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court ; 
He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond, 


Gra. 
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Gra» A Daniel ſtill ſay I, a ſecond Daniel! 
I thank thee, Few, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal? 

Por. 'Thou ſhalt have nothing but the — 
To be ſo taken at thy peril, Few. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it ; ] 
I'II ſtay no longer queſtion. 

Por. Tarry, Few. 
The law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an alien, 
That by direct or indirect attempts 
He ſeek the life of any citizen, 
The party 'gainſt the which he doth contrive 
Shall ſeize on half kis goods, the other half | 
Comes to the privy coffer of the ſtate; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, *gainſt all other voice: 
In which predicament I ſay thou ſtand'ſt. 
For it appears by manifeſt proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou haſt contriv'd againſt the very life | | 
Of the defendant ; and thou haſt incurr'd | 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. | 
Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke, 

. -— - that thou may'it have leave to hang thy 

elf; x 

And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thou haſt not left the value of a cord. 
Therefore thou muſt be hang'd at the ſtate's charge. 

Duke. That thou may'ſ ſee the diff rence of our ſpirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio's; 
The other half comes to the general ſtate, 
Which humbleneſs may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay for the ſtate, not for Anthonio. 

Shy. Nay take my life and all, pardon not that. 
You take my houſe when you do take the prop 
That doth ſuſtain my houſe : you take my life 
When you do take the means whereby J live. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ? 


Gra. 
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Gra. A halter gratis, nothing elſe for God's fake. 
Ant. So pleaſe my lord the Duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 
J am content; ſo he will let me have 
The other half in uſe, to render it 
Upon his death unto the gentleman 
That lately ſtole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this favour 
He preſently become a chriſtian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift 
Here in the court, of all he dies poſſeſs'd, 
Unto his ſon Lorenzo and his daughter. 
Duke. He ſhall do this, or elſe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 
Por. Art thou contented, Few ? what doſt thou ſay F 
Shy. I am content. 
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 
Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence 
I am not well; ſend the deed after me, 
And I will ſign it. 
Duke. Get thee gone, but do it. 
Gra. In chriſt'ning thou ſhalt have two godfathers. 
Had I been judge, thou ſhould'ſt have had ten more, 


To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 
[ Exit Shylock. 


Duke. Sir, T intreat you home with me to dinner. 

Por. I humbly do deſire your Grace of pardon ;- 
J muſt away this night to Padua, 
And it is meet I preſently ſet forth. 

Duke. I'm ſorry that your leiſure ſerves you not, 
Anthonio, gratify this gentleman, 


For in my mind you are much bound to him. 
[Ex. Duke and his tra. 


SCENE III. 


" Baſſ. Moſt worthy gentleman ! I and my friend 

Have by your wiſdom this day acquitted 

Of grievous penalties, in lieu whereof 

Three thouſand ducats due unto the Feww 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 
Ant. And itand indebted over and above 

In love and ſervice to you evermore. 
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Por. He is well paid that is well fatisfy'd, 
And I delivering you am ſatisfy'd, 
And therein do account my ſelf well paid: 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you know me when we meet again, 
I wiſh you well, and ſo I take my leave. 

Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I muſt attempt you further. 
Take ſome remembrance of us for a tribute, 
Not as a fee: grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You preſs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your ſake, 
And for your love I'll take this ring from you. 

Do not draw back your hand, I'll take no more, 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. . 
Bag. This ring, good Sir, alas it is a trifle; 

I will not ſhame my ſelf to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing elle but only this, 

And now methinks I have a mind to it. 

Baſſ. There's more than this depends upon the values 
The deareſt ring in Yenice will I give you, ; 
And find it out by proclamation ; ' 

Only for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in offers ; 
You taught me firſt to beg, and now methinks 
You teach me how a. beggar ſhould be anſwer'd. 

Baß. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife. 
And when ſhe put it on, the made me vow 
That I ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſe it. 

Por. That 'fcufe ferves many men to ſave their gifts? 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 

And know how well I have deſerv'd the ring, 

She wou'd not hold out enmity for ever 

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you. [ Exis. 
Anth. My lord Baſſanio let him have the ring, 

Let his deſervings and my love withal 

Be valu'd ' gainſt your wite's commandement. 
Baſſ. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 

Give him the ring, and bring him. if thou can't 

Unto Anthonio's houſe : away, make haſte. [Exit Gra; 

Come, you. and I wall. thither preſently, 8558 
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And in the morning early will we both | 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. * [Exeunt, 


Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 


Por. Knquire the Zeus houſe out, give him this deed, 
And let him ſign it; we'll away to-night, 
And be a day before our husbands home: 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Enter Gratiano, 


Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o'erta'en: 
My lord Baſſanio, upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you here this ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. | 
Por. That cannot be. 
This ring I do accept moſt thankfully, 
And fol pray you tell him: furthermore, 
I pray you ſhew my Youth old Ss houſe, 
Gra. 'That will I do. 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeak with you. 
T'll ſee if I can get my husband's ring, [To Por. 
Which I did make him ſwear to keep for ever. 
Por. Thou may'ſt, I warrant. We ſhall have old 
ſwearing, | 
That they did give the rings away to men; 
But we'll. out- face them and out- Wear them too 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come, good Sir, will you ſhew me to this 


Houle ? [ Exeunt. 


* 


ATT N L 
BELMONT. 
Enter Lorenzo and ſeſſica. 
LoRENZz o. 
H E moon ſkines bright: In ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet wind did gently kits the trees, 
And they did make no noiſe; in ſuch a night 
Troylus methinks mounted the Trojan wall 


And figh'd his ſou! toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cre/eid lay that night. 
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J In ſuch a night, 
Did Thisbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew, 
And ſaw the lion's ſhadow ere himſelf, 
And ran diſmay'd away. 

Lor. In ſuch a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand __ 
Upon the wild ſea-banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. | 

Jeſ. In ſuch a night, 

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old oon. 

Lor. In ſuch a night, Ke 
Did Jeſſica ſeal from the wealthy Few, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

ef. And in ſuch a night, mo 
Did youg Lorenzo ſwear he lov'd her well, 
Stealing her ſoul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in ſuch a night, 

Did pretty Feffica (like a little ſhrew) 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Feſ. J would out-night you, did no body come: 

But hark, I hear the footing of a man. - 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Lor. Who comes ſo faſt in ſilence of the night? 
Meſ. A friend. 
Lor. What friend ? your name, I pray you, friend? 
Meſ. Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My miſtreſs will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: the doth ſtray about 
By holy croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 
Lor. Who comes with her? i 
Me. None but a holy hermit and her maid. 
I pray you, is my maſter yet return'd ? 


Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him: 


But go we in, I pray thee, Fe/fica, 
And ceremoniouſly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the miſtreſs of the houſe. 


| Enter Launceld6t. 
Laun, Sola, ſola ; wo ha, ho, ſola, ſola, . 


Lor 
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Lor. Who calls? 


Laxn. Sola, did you ſee maſter Lorenzo and miſtreſs 


Lorenza ? ſola, ſola. 
Lor. Leave hollowing, man : here. 
Laun. Sola, where ? where ? 
Here. 

Laun. Tell him there's a poſt come from my ma- 
ſter, with his horn full of good news. My maſter will be 
here ere morning. 

Lor. Sweet love, let's in, and there expect their 

coming. 
And yet no matter: why ſhould we go in? 
My friend Stephano, ſignifie, I pray you, 
Within the houſe your miſtreſs is at hand, 
And bring your muſick forth into the air. 
How ſweet the moon-light ſleeps upon this bank; 
Here will we ſit, and let the ſounds of muſick 
Creep in our ears; ſoft ſtillneſs, and the night 
* Become the touches of ſweet harmony. 
Sit, Feffica; look how the floor of heav'n 
Is thick inlay'd with patterns of bright gold; 
There's not the ſmalleſt orb which thou behold'ſt, 
But in his motion like an angel ſings, 
* Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims ; 
Such harmony is in immortal ſouls ; 
But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 
« Doth groſly cloſe us in, we cannot hear id. 
Come ho; and wake Diana with a hymn, 
With ſweeteſt touches pierce your miſtreſs' ear, 
And draw her home with muſick. | 
FJeſ. I'm never merry you | hear ſweet muſick. 
HJICR. 

Lor. The reaſon is, _— ſpirits are attentive z 

* Fordo but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhaudled colts, 

* Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
© (Which is the hot condition of their blood) 

© If they perchance but hear a trumpet ſound, 

Or any air of muſick touch their . 
Vou ſhall perceive them make a mhtual ſtand ; 
Their ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt gaze 

By the ſweet-power of muſick. Thus the Poet a 


Did 
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Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ſtones, and floods; 
* Since nought ſo ſtockiſh, hard and fall of rage, 
© But muſick for the time doth change his nature. 
© The man that hath no muſick in himſelf, 
And is not mov'd with concord of ſweet ſoundg, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils ; 
* The motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
* Lot no ſuch man be truſted Mark the muſiola. 


Enter Portia and Neriſſa 


Por. That light we ſee is burning in my hall: 

How far that little candle threws his beams! 

So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world. , 
Ner. When the moon ſhone we did not ſee the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the leſs; 

A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly as a King 

Until a King be by; and then his ſtate 

Empties it ſelf, as-deth-an inland brook | | 

Into the main of waters. Muſick, hark! [Mug 
Net. It is the muſick, madam, of your houſe. 
Por. Nothing is good, I fee, without reſpect: 

Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence beſtows the virtue on it, madam. 
Por. The crow doth ſing as ſweetly as the lark, 

When neither is attended ; and I think 

The nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ſing by day, 

When every gooſe is cackling, would be thought 

Js better a muſician than the wren. 

ow many things by ſeaſon ſeaſon'd are 

To their right praiſe and true perfection? 

Peace] how the moon ſleeps with Endimion, 

And would not be awaked ! 


Muſick ceaſes. 


Lor. That is the voice, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 
Por. He knows me as the blind man knows ths 
cuckow, 
By the bad voice. ; by 
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. | 
Por. We have been praying for our husbands * 
C 
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Which ſpeed, we hope, the better for our words. 


Are they return dꝰ 

Lar. Madam, they are not yet ; 
But there is come a meſſenger before, 
To ſigniſie their coming. 

Por. Go Neriſſa, 
Give order to my ſervants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, FJeſſica nor you. 

A tucket ſounds. 


Lor. Vour husband is at hand, I hear his. trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, madam, fear you not. 

Por. This night methinks is but the day-light ſick ;. 
It. looks a little paler ; tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the ſun is hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their followers. 


Baſſ. We ſhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in abſence of the ſun. 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſſanio ſo. from me; 
But God ſort all: you're welcome home, my lord. 

Ba. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my friend? 

This is the man, this is Aut bunio, | 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Por. You ſhould in all ſenſe be much bound to him: 
For as I hear he was much bound for you. 

Anth. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houſe ; 
Ft muſt appear in other ways than words ; 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing courteſie. 

Gra. By yonder moon I {wear you do me wrong; 
In faith I gave it to the judge's 44 [To Neriſſa. 
Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 


= 


Since you do take it, love, ſo much at heart. 


Por. A quarrel, hoe, already] what's the matter? 
. Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe poeſie was 


For all the world like cutler's poetry 


Upon a knife; Lowe me, and leave me nat. 


Ner. What talk you of the poeſie or the value? 


You 
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You ſwore to me when I did give it you. 

That you would wear it 'till your hour of death, 

And that it ſhould lie with you in your grave: 

Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You ſhould have been reſyevuve, and have kept it. 
Gave it a Judge's clerk ! but well I know 

The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face that had it. 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 

No higher than thy ſelf, the Judge's clerk, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a fee : 
J could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 
To part ſo lightly with your wife's firſt gift, | 
A thing ſtuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted with faith unto your fleſh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to partwith it; and here he ftands, 

I dare be ſworn for him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his inger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith, Gratians, 
You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of grief; 

An 'twere to me I ſhould be mad at it. 

Baß. Why I were beſt to cut my left hand off, 
And ſwear I loſt the ring defending it. 

Gra. My lord Baſſanio gave his ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deſerv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 
That took ſome pains in writing, he begg'd mine, 
And neither man nor maſter would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ? 

Not that I hope which you receiv'd of me. 

BaſJ. If I could add a lye unto a fault, 
I woald deny it; but you ſee my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone, 

Por. Even ſo Soil is your falſe heart of truth, 
Ry heaven, I will n&er come in your bed 
Until I fee the ring. 


Ner. Nor I in yours *cill I again ſee mine. 


7 Baß. 
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Baſſ. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for when! gave the ring, 
And how. unwillingly I left the ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure, 
Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthineſs that gave the ring, 
Or your own honour to retain the ring, 
You would not then have parted with the ring, 
What man is there ſo much unreaſonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modeſty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 
Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 
T'll die far't, but ſome woman had the ring. 
Baſſ. No, by mine honour, madam, by my ſoul, , 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 
Who did refuſe three thouſand ducats of me, 
And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him, 
And ſufter'd him to go diſpleas'd away; 
Ev'n he that did uphold the very life 
Of my dear friend. What ſhould I ſay, ſweet lady? 
I was enforc'd to ſend it after him : 
I was beſet with ſhame and courteſie; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much beſmear it. Pardon me, good lady, 
And by theſe bleſſed candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 
Por. Let not that doctor &er come near my houſe, 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, 
And that which you did {wear to keep for me : 
I will become as liberal-as you, - 
Pll not deny him any thing I have, 
No, not my body, nor my husband's bed ; 
Know him I ſhall, I am well ſure of it. 
Lie not a night from home; watch me like 4rgas: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 


I'Il have that doctor for my bedfellow. 


Nets 
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Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. p 

Gra. Well, do you ſo; let me not take him then 
For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 

Ant. I am th' unhappy ſubject of theſe quarrels. 

Por. Sir, grieve not you, you are welcome not- 

withtandin ; 

Baſ. Portia, torgive me this enforced wrong. 
And in the hearing of theſe many friends, 

I ſwear to thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I ſee my ſelf 

Por. Mark you but that! 

In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelf, 
In each eye one; ſwear by your double ſelf, 
And there's an oath of credit ! 
Baſſ. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this fault, and by my ſoul I ſwear, 
I never more will break an oath with thees _ 

Ant. L once did lend my body for his wealth), 
Which but for him that had your husband's rin 
[To , WY 
Had quite miſcarry d. I dare be bound again, 

My ſoul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith adviſedly. 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this ring. 
Baß. By heav'n it is the ſame I gave the doctor. 

Por. I had it of him: pardon me, Baſſanio; 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratians, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In fummer, where the ways are fair — * 
What, are we cuckolds ere we have deſerv'd it? 

Por. Speak not ſo groſſy; you are all amaz ds 
Here is a letter, read it at your leiſure 
It comes from Padua from Bellario: 

There you ſhall find that Portia was the doctor, 
Neriſſa there her clerk. Lorenzo here, 


Shall witneſs I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 


* 


And 


3 
And even but now return'd : I have not yet 
Enter'd my houſe. Antbonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better news in ſtore for you 
Than you expect; unſeal this letter ſoon, 
There you ſhall find three of your Argoſies 
re richly come to harbour ſuddenly, 
ou ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident 
I chanced ama this letter. 
Ant. I am dumb. 
Baſſ. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold? 
Ner. Ay, but theclerk that never means to do it, 
Unleſs he Hve until he be a man. 
Baß. Sweet doctor, you ſhall be my bedfellow ; 
When I amabſent, then lie with my wife. 
Ant. Sweer lady, you have giv'n me life and living? 
For here I zead ſor certain, that my ſhips 
Are ſaſehzutome to road. 
Por. How now, Lorenzo? is $54. 2d 
My clerk bath ſome good comforts too for you. 
Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee. 
There do I give to you and Feſjica, 
From the rich Few, a ſpecial deed of gift, 
After his death, of all he dies poſſeſs'd of. 
Lor. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ſtarved people. | 
Por. It is almoft morning, | 
And yet I'm ſure you are not ſatisfy'd 
Of theſe events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on interrogatories, 
And we. will anſwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be fo : the fr interrogatory 
That my Neri/a ſhall be ſworn on, 1s, | 
Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ſtay,, 
Or go to bed, now being two hours to day. 
- But were-the day come, I ſhould wiſh it dark, 
"Till I were couching with the doQor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, Ill f other thing 


80 ſore, as keeping ia 


ring. a 
[EExeunt omnes. 


